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I was taught from childhood— 

SHARE A HUSBAND 
WITH OTHER WOMEN 

We Were Obeying the Law of Our Sect 



10 I Gave Wild Parties 
° While My Mother 
Was Away 



THEY CALLED ME 
MRS. FANCYPANTS 

And My Husband Was Paying 
for My Swelled Head 

I WANTED MY FIRST WIFE BACK 

My Second Wife Was Too Sex; 



SKIM MY" 



. , . advises Hollywood's 
Brightest New Star 

JUNE WILKINSON, 

Co-starring in "THE CONTINENTAL TWIST" 

STARRING LOUIS PRIMA 

"Making any movie is hard work but 'THE CONTINENTAL TWIST' was truly 
exhaustingly strenuous. We started early and worked late ... ate at all hours or not 
at all. To help keep from losing weight and to build up my energy and strength, I 
often used SUPER WATE-ON as a meal time supplement and during breaks I 
would eat WATE-ON Tablets, too. Both forms of WATE-ON are super-concen- 
trated with weight building calories, vitamins, minerals, quick energy elements and 
other body building nutrients. Yes, WATE-ON helps maintain the figure without 
overeating. So, girls, don't be thin and underweight because of poor appetite or poor 
eating habits. Ask your doctor ... if he approves, try WATE-ON. Perhaps the boys 
won't be calling 'Hey, Skinny' at you anymore." 
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Amazing New Scientific Discovery 
Quickly Fills Out Skinny Figures. 
No Pads.Exercise or Overeating. 



HOSPITAL TESTED— EASY GAINS OF 5-29 POUNDS REPORTED 

If you are thin, skinny and underweight because of poor appetite or poor eating habits, 
try WATE-ON. There's no fishy oils, no sugary mixtures, no overeating. Yet taken as 
directed, results often are amazing. Cheeks fill out, neck and Bust-line gain, skinny arms 
and legs develop, hips and thighs take on new firm, solid flesh, underweight figures fill 
out all over the body the same way. Equally important. WATE-ON not only helps put 
on pounds and inches of firm flesh, but at the same time WATE-ON helps fight the 
fatigue, the low resistance, the tired and rundown feeling, the poor endurance and the 
sleepless nights that often accompany an underweight condition. If underweight is due 
to disease, take WATE-ON under the direction of your doctor. Don't be skinny because 
of poor appetite or poor eating habits. Start taking new improved good tasting WATE-ON 
today! 

WATE-ON is offered by druggists in these 4, easy, 
fast-working, fully guaranteed forms: 




FOR 
WOMEN 
MEN 

GIRLS 
BOYS 
and 
Conval- 
escents 



AT DRUG 
STORES 
EVERYWHERE 



WATE-ON HOMOGENIZED LIQUID 
EMULSION 

Saturated with calories 
(rem natural vegetable 
sources and richly forti- 
fied with essential vita- 

. minerals, energy 16 OZ. BOTTLE 
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other body building nu- 
trients. Homogenized 
and emulsified so scie 
system easily 



Label) $3.00 
32 OZ. 

BOTTLE 15.50 
tifically the normal 
quickly put on firm 




WATE-ON TONIC 

Helps counteract tired 
rundown listless feeling 
caused by iron defi- 
ciency anemia by build- 
ing red blood cells while 
stimulating the appetit* 



16 OZ. BOTTLE (Red Label) $3.00 



Ask for Amazing 



NEW SUPER WATE-ON 
LIQUID EMULSION 

Super charged with extra 

and minerals plus more 
body building ingredients. 
The most effective, fastest 
working preparation of its 
kind ever introduced! 



WATE-ON CONDENSED FOOD 
TABLETS 

It's amazing how many 

calories, vitamins, miner- jirtf^^V 

ala, quick energy elements 

and other body building J~\ > \ 

nutrients can be concen- \ 

trated all in one delicious ■ — - 

food tablet! For faster 

weight gains take EMULSION after meals 
and tablets between meals. 



WATE-ON 



SATISFACTION 
GUARANTEED 
OR YOUR 
MONEY 
BACK 



Get Wate-On from your druggist today. If the very first bottle or box doesn't 
satisfy, return to the store where obtained for purchase price refund. For 
faster, more sure weight gains, a complete Wate-On body building plan and 
high calorie diet suggestions are included in the Wate-On booklet given 
with every purchase. Why let them call you "skinny" when you, too, may 
put on pounds and inches of firm solid flesh this pleasant, easy way. Ask 
your druggist for WATE-ON . . . today! 
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MONEY- SAVING 
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NATIONAL BELLAS HESS 

3cJ S-WuSm 

CATALOG 



• Ail the newest styles at lowest prices. 

• Amazing bargains in housewares, radio, TV, sport- 
ing goods, furniture and other household appliances. 

See hundreds of the newest styles designed in New 
York, Miami, Hollywood, Paris and Rome — the 
fashion capitals of the world, offered to you at prices 
guaranteed to be the lowest anywhere. 
Look through page after page of exciting new items 
for your home . . . refrigerators, washers, TV, radio, 
tools, auto accessories, typewriters, furniture and 
hundreds of others . . . you'll be amazed at the ex- 
citing low prices, too! 

Shop by mail and join the millions who save by 
buying from this colorful 476 page catalog. Select 
from thousands of famous NBH bargains without 
leaving your easy chair. 

You can buy four ways at NBH: Cash, C.O.D., 
Charge-It or Credit. No Down Payment is required 
with any NBH Credit Account. 
All merchandise is absolutely guaranteed. Your 
money back if you are not pleased. 





NATIONAL BELLAS HESS 

207-88 Bellas H«s Bldg., Kansas City, Mo. 



NATIONAL BELLAS HESS, INC 
207-88 Bellas He» Bldg , Kansas City, Mo. 

Pleose send me, free, the new National Bellas 
Hess Money -Saving Catalog. 

Name 



P.O. Box_ 
State 




You don't have to 
swim...but you can 

I 



One of the nicest things about Tampax* 
internal sanitary protection is that it 
lets you be the boss! 

For example, some girls just don't 
want to swim during time-of-the-month, 
and that's that. But Tampax is __ _ _ _ 
completely invisible under any fnjjfpff 
bathing suit (even a bikini), so l!'i|Jiili 
no one need know that your BS^B 
splashing in the shallows, your lounging 
on a float, is due to anything but whim. 

On the other hand, if you do swim, 
Tampax can't chafe, can't irritate, 
can't be anything but comfortable. It's 
highly absorbent surgicahcotton, pro- 
tected prior to use by a satin-smooth 
container-applicator. 

And you do feel cooler, cleaner, 
fresher with Tampax. Try it! Find out 
for yourself if it isn't the best way to 
cope with summer's problem days! 

TAAADAY Incorporated 
I Hf Y I r r"l/\ Palmer, Mass. 
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POST GRADUATE SCHOOL OF NURSING 

Room7N82 • 121 S. Wabash Ave. • Chicago 3, III. 



POST GRADUATE SCHOOL OF NURSING 

Room7N82 • 121 S. Wabash Ave. • Chicago 3, III. 



Please rush my FREE Nurses Booklet and Lesson Samples. 
I understand there is no cost or obligation and no sales- 
man will call. 



ADDRESS_ 
CITY 



Please rush my FREE Nurses Booklet and Lesson Samples. 
I understand there is no cost or obligation and no sales- 
man will call. 



ADDRESS- 
CITY 




Fill OUT THE COUPON ABOVE 
AND I WILL RUSH TO YOU... 

FREE 

NURSES BOOKLET 

AND LESSON SAMPLES 

LEARN PRACTICAL NURSING AT 
HOME IN A FEW SHORT MONTHS 

THIS IS THE HOME STUDY COURSE that can change your whole 
life. You can enjoy security, independence and freedom from 
money worries . . . there is no recession in nursing. In good times 
or bad, people become ill, babies are born and your services are 
always needed. You can earn up to $65.00 a week as a Practical 
Nurse and some of our students earn much more! In just a few 
short weeks from now, you should be able to accept your first case. 

YOUR AGE AND EDUCATION ARE NOT IMPORTANT . . . Good 
common sense and a desire to help others are far more important 
than additional years in school. Practical nursing offers young 
women and men an exciting challenging future . . . yet the 
services of mature and older women are also desperately needed. 

HUNDREDS OF ADDITIONAL PRACTICAL NURSES WILL SOON BE 
NEEDED to care for thousands upon thousands of our older 
citizens as Medical, Surgical, Retirement and Pension benefits 
are made available. A tremendous opportunity to begin a new 
life of happiness, contentment and prestige is before you. See 
how easily you can qualify for choice of a career as a Practical 
Nurse, Nurses Aide, Nurse Companion, Infant Nurse, Psychiatric 
Aide, Hospital Attenaant or as a Ward Orderly. 

BUT THE IMPORTANT THING is to get the FREE complete in- 
formation right now. There is no cost or obligation and no 
salesman to call upon you. You can make your own decision to 
be a Nurse in the privacy of your own home. We will send you 
without obligation your FREE lesson samples and your FREE 
folder "Nursing Facts." 

POST GRADUATE SCHOOL OF NURSING 

Room 7NB2 — 121 S. Wabash Ave. — Chicago 3, III. 

Approved member: Association of Home Study Schools 



WHICH ARE YOUR 

BFACE □ FIGURE UNBOSOM 

Check yourself in a mirror right now, and then check off the features above 
that you feel are your most outstanding attributes. Now, close your eyes and 
picture yourself with every one of your feminine features at the peak of beauty 
and loveliness. The difference is only 1 5 minutes a day, and the fabulous se- 
crets that are included in the famous "Thruway to Beauty" Course! 

Joseph Weider, 

Architect of Beauty, 
Gives You This Guarantee : 

YOU CAN ACHIEVE YOUR OWN IDEAL OF HEAD- 
TO-TOE BEAUTY IN JUST 15 MINUTES A DAY! 

More than 100.000 women have turned their dreams of figure perfection, weight control, a youthfully 
beautiful bustline, charm, vitality and popularity into living realities. They followed the instructions of 
my "Thruway to Beauty" Course . . . and paid up to S41.00 for the privilege of creating new and 
exciting lives for themselves. 

The overwhelming success of my course makes it possible for me to offer you this wonderful oppor- 
tunity at a fabulous savings. 

YOU SEND IN JUST $1 NOW! 

Receipt of your deposit will speed your complete course to you, and you pay the postman the balance 
of $8.98, plus postage, on delivery. 

SEND $9.98 NOW! GET 8 FABULOUS POST-GRADUATE COURSES, WORTH $16 00 ABSOLUTELY FREE I 
Here are advanced glamour tricks of Hollywood stars, TV actresses, models. Same money-back guarantee! 




FREEI Make-up to Beauty 
FREEI Advanced Training in 
Contouring the Bosom 



FREE! Dress Like A Model 
FREE! You and Your Skin 
FREE! Making The Most of Yourself 



FREE! A Lifetime of Good Eating 
FREE! A Lifetime of Slender Beauty 
FREE! You and Your Voice 



TIME IS BEAUTY, SO WHY NOT ACT RIGHT NOW. FILL OUT THE COUPON AND START ON YOUR 
WAY TO THE PERFECTION OF AN ALLURING, HAPPY, FULFILLED WOMAN. 


T 
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You Can 
Follow The Lead 

of these 
Successful Women 
Down My 
THRUWAY 











LINDA ENGH.,.. 
"MISS HEALTH STUDIOS": 

'■At 19. I've already won my 
first title! With the Wetder 
THRUWAY TO BEAUTY every teen- 
ager can have a figure like 
mine — 5' 5Va" tall. I weigh 
118 lbs. and have a 37" bust 
22" waist, and 36" hips." 



PAT McKILLOP, 
"MISS CANADA": 

"Inere is nothing in the world 
like the Weider THRUWAY TO 
BEAUTY tor developing a perfect 
figure and the Best good looks 
you've ever known. For me. the 
THRUWAY was the gateway to 
success!" 



TO 
BEAUTY! 



CHARLENE JAMES, 
"MISS U.S.A.": 

"1 still can't believe it! I fol- 
lowed the Weider course, and it 
proved successful beyond my 
dreams My figure, skin, hair, 
posture and poise improved al- 
most overnight. I'm sold on the 
THRUWAY method." 



BETTY BRDSEMER, 
"MISS CALIFORNIA": 

"No doubt about it, the Weider 
course is tops! It can develop a 
beautiful figure for you just as 
it did for me. If you want to 
see how miracles are made, just 
let Mr, Weider show you the 
way" 



BEST FEATURES? 



□ WEIGHT 



□ TERSONALITT 



Choose Your Own Areas of Improvement . . . and Reach Your Goals Faster 
with the Proven Methods Used by Models, Actresses. Beautiful Women 
Everywhere! 



□ 



YOVR FACE: 

A flawless, glowing complexion and profes- 
sional techniques of make-up will transform 
your appearance in minutes . . . teach you 
how to keep youthfully beautiful and ap- 
pealing for years. 



□ 



YOVR FIGURE: 

Perfect proportions can be yours without 
dieting, machines or dangerous exercises. 
You'll develop a sleek hip line, firm and 
shapely legs, smooth rounded arms and 
lovely hands. 




YOUR BOSOM: 

For the first time, the complete techniques 
that you use in the privacy of your own 
home to add attractive uplift, firmness, vi- 
tality. Many women using my secrets have 
changed their bust measurements as much 
as five inches! 

YOUR PERSONALITY: 

Poise, charm and lasting feminine allure are 
now all within your reach. My "Thruway to 
Beauty" Course is a charm school at home 
for every woman who wants to make the 
most of the assets she was born with. 



□ 



□ AND MUCH, MUCH MORE: 




My Guaranteed "Thruway to Beauty" Course is unique. It 
covers every physical feature and every care, glamour and per- 
sonality facet of the truly alluring woman. Learn the secrets of 
perfect posture, how to make your hair your "crowning glory," 
how to be "best -dressed" on pennies a day, how to develop your 
voice as "the sound of beauty." AND THE RESULTS ARE 
GUARANTEED TO SATISFY YOU IN 30 DAYS, OR YOUR 
MONEY WILL BE FULLY AND CHEERFULLY RE- 
FUNDED! 



YOUR WEIGHT: 

You will add weight or lose it . . . where it 
counts most, to healthfully reproportion your 
body. No drugs or chemicals. Eat with 
pleasure and nutrition, and feel a surge of 
new energy and itvw^nrfe vitality! 



GIFT FOR 
ORDER/HQ N0 W , 

°'°-noBod y-B££". COn '"<W- 
k »ep. c ™om i s Vo „„ 



USE MY GUARANTEE ORDER FORM RIGHT NOW. YOU HAVE NOTHING TO LOSE EXCEPT THE 
OPPORTUNITY TO ENTER THE EXCITING WORLD OF COMPLETE BEAUTY! 



MR. JOSEPH WEIDER 

ARCHITECT OF BEAUTY, 

803 Palisade Ave., Union City, 



I understand that if 1 am not 100% satisfied 1 
30 days trial, I can return the entire course 
jar of Glama Body-Bust Cream. 



DEPT. 18-82 



I am enclosing the full $9.98. You will 
pay all postage charges, and include 
my FREE BONUS Of 8 "POST GRADUATE" 
LESSONS. 



CANADIAN FRIENDS: 



(Please Print Clearly! 
Please remit $12.00, postage paid. 



Here's where I want improvement'. 

□ Improve Bosom □ Slimmer Waist 

□ More Shapely □ More Charm 
I - ) Legs & Thighs Q Make-up 



□ Add Weight 

□ Lose Weight 



□ Complexion 

□ Improve Voice 



Sorry, No C.O.D.'s! 



CARA had pulled up a chair in front of the window where 
the light was good and was plucking her eyebrows. They 
already looked perfect to me, but it was typical of Cara that 
she could spend hours working her face over. She glanced up 
as I came out of the bathroom freshly shaven. 

"You look like a TV commercial for a razor company — very 
rugged and male," she observed, with a hot light in her eyes 
as they traveled over me. 

I didn't say anything as I reached for my sports shirt, I like 
a compliment as well as the next guy, but not when it comes 
from Cara. There's only one thing she cares about in a man, and 

(Continued en page 44) 



I WANTEDi 
MY FIRST 
WIFE 
BACK 

MY 
SECOND 
WIFE WAS 
TOO SEX^ 



"Don't turn your back on 
me like I was a bug or 
something!" Cara yelled 
at me. "You think I 
don't know what's going on 
between you and that 
mousey ex-wife of yours?" 



Every man who saw me with 
Cara thought, boy, is he lucky! 
Imagine having that to come 
home to every night! They 
didn't know I'd give anything 
to come home to a hot dinner 
and an easy chair and a plain, 
decent wife — not a woman who 
had just one thing on her mind 




BOOK- 
LENGTH 
SECRET 




T'D THOUGHT I was perfectly 
happy that moment before my 
sister Laurie came bursting in 
with her news. With two words — 
"Tommy's back" — she shattered 
all my hard-earned contentment. 

Mom and I had been address- 
ing my wedding invitations that 
cold October afternoon. We'd set 
up the card table in front of the 
fireplace and were writing from 
the list and talking about my 
trousseau and the wedding and 
sipping coffee. It was cozy. 

From the backyard we could 
bear the steady ping of bullets 
and an occasional explosion as 
my brother Rich would hit one 
of the tin cans on the fence. 
Grandpa was teaching Rich how 
to use the rifle he'd given him — • 
over Mom's protests — on his fif- 
teenth birthdav two weeks before. 
Every once in a while she'd glance 
out toward them, wincing, sput- 
tering about no good coming out 
of giving firearms to little boys. 

But I only smiled. Rich was 

(Continued on page 22) 



My family argued 
that Les could give 
me stability, security, 
and lifelong devotion 
—Tommy had noth- 
ing to offer but trou- 
ble and heartbreak. 
But Tommy had one 
thing Les didn't— 
Tommy had my heart 



"Who needs them?" I thought every 
time the neighbors went away 
miffed at the way I'd struck it rich. 
But the time came when I found out 
who did need them— my husband— 
and it was my fault 
that not a soul was 
there to help us 



J IKE a lot of others, I guess, I'd had my daydreams of sudden good 
fortune coming my way. Some relative I'd never heard of leav- 
ing me a million dollars — The old oil stock that Dad had bought 
during the depression becoming more than just worthless sheets 
of paper I held onto only because there wasn't any point in throwing 
them away. You never know — When I'd tell Wes that, he'd laugh. 
Wes was the practical one in our marriage. The way he looked at 
you worked for every dime you got. He wasn't bitter or anything, 

(Continued on page 14} 
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He just figured that was the way it was. 

The way I figured it. if there's such 
a tiling as bail luck, there should be such 
a thing as good luck. And Wes and I 
had had our share of bad luck. Our son 
Brucie had been born with a cleft palate, 
and it had taken a series of operations 
to remedy the defect. We were just pull- 
ing ourselves out of debt when our 
little girl. Michelle, got polio. That was 
before the Salk vaccine, and for months 
Wes and I lived in agony. First there 
was the fear of losing her. Then came 
the fear that she'd be crippled. There 
had been the expensive, painful braces, 
the long, weary trips to the physical 
therapy clinic. 

The summer the last brace was re- 
moved. VVes's boss. Mr. Atkins, died. 
Ever since our marriage, Wes had 
worked in Mr. Atkins's grocery store. 
He had gradually moved up to running 
it on his own. He had dreamed of some- 
day owning it. That was Wes's kind 
of dream — a sensible one that could be 
realized through your own effort. 

We talked it over and shakily de- 
cided to take the plunge. We sold our 
house and used the seven hundred dol- 
lars equity as the down payment on the 
business. There were living quarters 
above the rented store. The rooms were 
dark and cramped, but they'd do for the 
time being. By the time the children 
were in their teens, we'd told ourselves, 
we'd have a really nice house out in the 
suburbs. 

But Brucie was fourteen, and Michelle 
was twelve, and we were still living in 
the rooms above the grocery. We opened 
up the store at eight and closed at 
eleven, in order to get the after-movie 
trade. You'd think working those long 
hours, we would have been rich. But 
all we managed to do was get bv. It 
seemed as if it was always something. 
Dad was in the hospital for three weeks 
before he died, and he wasn't the type 
who would ever have thought of hos- 
pitalization. Wes paid all the bills, in- 
cluding the funeral expenses, without a 
murmur. So when his brother Mac was 
out of work, I couldn't say anything 
about the whopping bill he ran up 
against us. I mean, his tour kids had 
to eat. and although I thought that 
Mac's wife. Lorna, could have skipped 
the fancy canned goods and chocolate 
cookies and bananas. I kept my thoughts 
to myself. 1 wasn't going to have any 
fights over relatives. Besides, I got along 
fine with Lorna. She was plump and 
good-natured, and the evenings Wes 
went bowling she'd come over and keep 
me company in the store. And I ap- 
preciated that, because I got nervous 
alone at night, what with all the small 
groceries constantly being robbed. 

•Sometimes Lorna and I would talk 
about what we'd do when we struck it 
rich. Lorna had her hopes pinned on 
winning the Irish sweepstakes, while I 
had mine pinned on that worthless old 
oil stock. But when luck did come, it 
came in a way I wouldn't have dreamed 
of in a thousand years. 

IT WAS a bitter cold morn- 
ing two days after Christmas. Wes and 
I were up at five in order to go to the 
market. Ordinarily I didn't go along 



with him. but the previous evening 
Lorna had taken Michelle and Brucie 
home with her to spend a couple of days 
with her kids. Our crowded apartment 
had seemed almost spacious with the 
children gone. Wes and I had watched 
the Late Late Show on television, then 
gone to bed and made love. It seemed as 
if we had barely shut our eyes before 
we were up again, shivering in the 
bleak darkness. 

I filled the thermos jug with hot 
coffee, and we were on our way. It was 
kind of exciting, being out so early and 
watching the street lights flicker out 
and the night-owl workers standing on 
lonely street corners. When your life 
stays the same, day after day and year 
after year, anything unusual can be 
exciting. 

At seven-thirty we were on our war 
home again, our panel truck loaded with 
produce. I'd been up so long that it 
didn't seem possible that the city was 



FACT 

"fiction 

Breathes there a man who 
always states 

The truth and never exag- 
gerates. 

Who doesn't embroider and 
doesn't embellish 

But sticks to the facts with 
evident relish? 

If such there be — and I ac- 
cent if, 

One hour with him would 
bore me stiff! 

— Suzanne Douglass 



just stirring to life. As we followed the 
lake road out to Fiftieth, I was thinking 
that the world was divided~between the 
haves and the have-nots. We had seen 
middle-aged women hurrying through 
the cold to their factory jobs, while out 
here the wealthy people still slept in 
their warm mansions. I was pretending 
dreamily that I was a pampered rich 
woman, sleeping betw : een silken sheets, 
when I saw the thin, dark plume of 
•mioke coming from one of the big 
houses. 

"Wes," I said, real soft and care- 
fully — We were on an icy stretch, and I 
didn't dare to startle him. "W r es, you'd 
better pull over to the side and stop." 

"Want to neck for a while ?" He 
turned his head to grin at me, and his 
eyes caught on the plume of smoke. We 
didn't talk after that. Wes stopped the 
truck, and we were out of it. running 
across the road, our breath fogging in 
front of us. It wasn't until we reached 
the walk in front of the house that Wes 
spoke. "Go next door and call the fire 
department." He was racing up the 
wide stone steps while I ran on to the 
next mansion. 

It's funny how you lose your awe of 
the rich in an emergency. I jammed mv 
hand against the doorbell, and when at 
last the door opened. I plunged inside 



without wondering about my clothes or 
my grammar or anything else. "Fire — 
next door!" I gasped. "Where's your 
phone ?" 

"Right here.'' A woman in a flannel 
robe, with her hair up in curlers, her 
eyes big with fright — 

The next I knew, the room was full 
of people. A voice shrilling for someone 
to save her furs — A man saying for 
Heaven's sake to calm down — their 
house wasn't going to bum— 

"It will spread!" the voice shrilled. 
1 had gotten hold of the fire department. 
I whirled on the shrilling confusion 
around me and demanded the address. 
A man's hand grabbed the phone away 
from me. "Forty -eighth and Lake Boule- 
vard. It looks like a bad one." 

I could see the billowing smoke 
through the window, like black chiffon 
swirling around the gracefully dancing 
flames. Terror slapping me — Wes in 
there — 

I raced back outside. A hedge sepa- 
rated the two houses. I had to go down 
the slippery steps, along the walk, then 
up the snow-covered slope — A woman 
came out the front door and put a baby 
in my arms. "She's wet," she said. "She 
needs changing." She turned and rushed 
back in. 

I didn't want the baby. I wanted Wes. 
But you can't put a baby down on the 
packed snow. I carried her over to the 
house I had just left. The davenport was 
piled high with furs. I pushed them on 
the floor, laid the baby down. "Some- 
body watch her," I said. "I have to go 
to back — " 

Back to Wes— Into the flames if 
necessary, but I had to get to Wes. But 
I couldn't run any more. My legs seemed 
frozen. I walked w r oodenly down the 
steps, along the walk, up the snow- 
covered slope — Doing the same thing 
over, like in a nightmare — The pierce 
of a siren — I stumbled up to the house. 
The woman again, yanking at the hand 
of a crying little boy — And Wes, push- 
ing a bigger boy ahead of him. "All of 
them out?" He was asking the woman. 

"Yes. I have three. Two boys and 
a girl." She looked at me with glazed 
eyes. Then she crumpled to the ground. 
Firemen were coming at us — Wes was 
explaining that everyone was out — 
Telling me to take the kids, he'd take 
care of the woman. I obeyed mechani- 
cally, wondering if the boys would catch 
cold in their bare feet. I led them to 
the house next door, where I had pushed 
all the furs onto the floor. 

Then I was in an enormous 
kitchen drinking coffee, while the wom- 
an in flannel robe and curlers was say- 
ing for us to wait for breakfast. I looked 
inquiringly at Wes. It wasn't every 
day we had a chance to eat breakfast 
in a place like this. But he was shaking 
his head. "Thanks, but we have to run 
along. Everything's under control." 

We were on our way out when a 
young man demanded our names and 
address. Wes told him. "How did you 
and vour wife happen to spot the fire, 
Mr. Ballard?" 

"We were on our way home from 
the market — " Wes was pushing past 
(Continued on page 34) 



BOOK- 
LENGTH 
SECRET 




I was taught from childhood— 

SHARE A 
HUSBAND 
WITH 
OTHER 
WOMEN 



We Were 
Obeying the 
Law of Our Sect 






happened to 

you. Ruthie?" Phil ask- 
ed hoarsely. I sobbed 
brokenly, "You wore — 
were right, I don't be- 
long — Phil, help me!" 



MY FRIENDS and neighbors think of 
me as an ordinary, happily married 
young woman. They see our modest little 
home, my husband who makes us a com- 
fortable living, my darling baby boy, and 
they think I'm just another happy young 
wife. Why wouldn't they? What more 
could a woman ask? 

What they can't see are the scars of the 
past burned deeply on my heart. 

My husband understands. He tells me 
that the past is over and that we should 
look to the future for our happiness. 

According to my childhood teachings, I 
have blackened my soul with sin. I have 
forever given up my chance to wear pure 

(Continued on page 50) 



You outsiders can't imagine the strange life we led in our 
religious sect— men with many wives, children with part- 
time fathers, and every girl brought up to believe it was her 
glory to have babies, whether or not she was legally married! 



THE real loneliness 
didn't begin till Mom 
went on night shift as 
cashier at a big down- 
town restaurant. I'd al- 
ways been a little lonely, 
because, with Daddy sick 
for a long time and Mom 
working, our home was 
always quiet. I couldn't 
have kids in, and toward 
the end most of our 
friends dropped away. 
Five years is a long time 
to be sick. 

I guess some people 
even felt horrified to see 
a person suffer and fade 
away the way Daddy did. 
I never felt that way. As 
long as he was in the 
house, I felt I had a real 
home. I was ten when he 
got sick and Mom had to 
go to work. I was glad I 
was old enough to keep 
him company and help 
take care of him. I was 
proud to help Mom with 
the housekeeping. 

Then I was fifteen, and 
Daddy was gone. All I had 
to look forward to then 
was Mom coming home 
from work. We lived in a 
small cottage just inside 
the city limits. It was a 

(Continued on page 38] 




"We're gonna have a party! 
We're gonna have a party!" 
all the kids chanted. I wai 
too surprised to move 



Other girls had terrific looks. Other girls had a terrific line. 
But I had something none of the other girls had — a home with 
only me in it, a home without a chaperon in sight — and I used 
it to make myself the most sought-after girl in school! 





It wasn't me my father was happy for at my wedding — it 



was for himself. Because to him my marriage meant he 



was finally getting what he'd always wanted — a son. A 
son — my husband — that he could completely take over! 



HE PICKED OUT 
HUSBAND FOR ME 



IK 




Then Kept Us Apart 



"J" HERE aren't too many things in life that aren't worth 
fighting for — if you want them badly enough! Some 
of us take a long time to learn that, even when those 
things mean our happiness. 

Life, too, would be easier if people weren't just as 
they are. Now, you take Pop. Pop was a mighty big, 
strong man. That's what made it so hard for him — 
having just Millie and me, that is. Pop loved Mom, 



Re 



lEMEMBER the terrible 
Midwestern spring floods that 
swept this part of the country? 
Believe me, I'll never forget 
them, because it was due to. 
the angry, fast-rising water of 
the White River that I was 
forced to deliver my own baby 
— alone and without help. 

If anybody had told me, 
while I was carrying our sec- 
ond child, that I'd be stuck 
alone in a farmhouse, with ris- 
ing, muddy water just outside 
my window, and my baby com- 
ing fast, I'd have been horri- 
fied. Now, as I look back on it, 
I can honestly say that three 
things saved my baby's life 
and my own when I was forced 
to deliver my own child — 
knowledge, instinct, and the 
blessing of a normal birth. If 
my baby had been breech, or 
if I'd hemorrhaged, probably 
both the baby and I would have 
died. That's why it's so im- 
portant to go to a hospital to 
have your baby — you may not 
be as lucky as I was. 

Cort, my husband, had 
begged me to go to his sis- 
ter's in town a few days be- 
fore our baby was due. I let 
him take Cathy, our three- 
year-old daughter in, but I 

(Confined OA page 30) 
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God help me, I prayed. Give me the strength 
to bring my baby into the world safelyl 



20 



As the labor pains grew 
closer and closer, I hur- 
ried to gather everything 
I'd need. But I wasn't 
packing a suitcase, like 
the first time I'd had a 
baby. I wasn't getting 
ready to go to the hos- 
pital. I was gathering to- 
gether everything I'd 
need to give birth— 

I HAD TO 
DELIVER 
MY OWN 
BABY! 



He's Already Ruined Your Life Once!" 

I Continued from page 11) 



her youngest, and she wouldn't see how 
fast he was growing up. Besides, I was 
feeling too peaceful to get into the 
argument. I had my life under control 
again. I was going to marry Les Carter 
next month, and everything was going 
to be wonderful — no storms and scenes, 
no more heartache, no more fearful 
wondering what was going to happen 
next. No more loneliness ! 

And then Laurie came in. leading 
little Robin by the hand, in a big, tear- 
ing rush because she was on her way 
to pick up Sandy at kindergarten. 
"Don't get up. Mom,"' she said. "I just 
came to borrow the big percolator." 

Mom pulled Robin onto her lap while 
Nancy disappeared into the kitchen. 
Then she was back. "So the big event 
is getting under way," she said, glanc- 
ing at the thick, engraved invitations. 
She looked down at me, her eyes soften- 
ing. "I'm glad you're marrying Les. 
Lynn." She hesitated, then added, "You 
knew Tommy was back, didn't you?" 

I heard Mom's sharp gasp. And 1 
heard another fainter sound. T think it 
was my heart turning over. 

Mom said warningly, "Lynn doesn't 
care where he is, Laurie. She has other, 
more important things on her mind." 

And then I knew she'd known, too. 
Probably everyone had known except 
me. Tommy had gotten his parole this 
time. then. Tommy was back. 

I tried to sound flippant. "Maybe I'll 
have better luck with November wed- 
ding plans than I did with the June 
ones.' - But the words came out bitter 
mounding. 

Laurie laughed uncomfortably. ''It 
isn't the month, sis," she said. "It's 
the man. And you're marrying a 
prince." 

She and Robin left then, and Mom 
went to the kitchen to get dinner started. 

And I thought about the other wed- 
ding invitations two and a half years 
ago — invitations that had already been 
mailed when the wedding was called 
off — invitations that read. "Mr. and 
Mrs. Walter Atwell request the honour 
of your presence at the marriage of 
their daughter. Lynn Anne, to Mr. 
Thomas Jerome Wright — " 

The vision rose up before me like a 
ghost. Tommy, with his unrulv mop 
of blond curls and blue eyes that could 
be stormy or devilish or dreamy or soft 
with love. Tommy, with his lean, 
strong, graceful body and his deep, 
drawly voice saying, "I could never 
love anybodv but von. Lvnn. You know 
that." 

I stared vacantly at the invitations, 
and suddenly it was all spoiled. I wasn't 
sure any more. I'd loved Tommy so long. 
He'd filled such a big part of my life. 

Even before I loved him, he'd been 
part of my life — ever since he was 
twelve and his dad bought the house 
two doors down from ours, because 
Tommy's mother had died and the tiny 
cottage was jusf right for the two of 
them. It was only two blocks from 



Mr. Wright's garage, so he could keep 
an eye on Tommy. 

In no time at all Tommy got to be 
known in the neighborhood as "that 
wild Wright kid." None of us had any- 
thing to do with him then. The Hart- 
wells' big house and high fence were 
in between. And Laurie was fourteen 
then and beginning to act awfully 
grown-up. Rich was only four, and I 
was a shy. timid, careful little girl of 
ten. But we couldn't help knowing 
about the scrapes he was alwavs in and 
out of. 

I was coming home from a Brownie 
meeting the day he broke the Hart- 
well's front window. I'd stood shud- 
dering on the sidewalk in front of our 
house, listening to the four loud, rough 
hoys arguing. Their ball had got stuck 
in the Hartwells' eaves. "If somebody 
threw a rock up there, that would push 
it out." It was Tommy who'd said that. 
They all thought it was a good idea, 
but nobody wanted to do it. 

Finally one of them said, "You do it. 
Tommy. It was your idea." 

When he hesitated, another one said, 
"I dare you, Tommy." And that did it. 
Tommy picked up a rock and threw it. 
The smash of the window was deafen- 
ing. I eased around behind our hedge, 
unseen, but listening and watching with 
a vicarious kind of terror. They all ran 
— except Tommy. I saw him swallow 
hard and square his shoulders and take 
a deep breath. Then he marched right 
up to the door. I heard the awful 
tongue-lashing he took. And I watched 
him from our yard as he worked it out 
in trade all that summer, mowing their 
lawn and weeding. 

Then there was the time I saw smoke 
coming out of the Wrights' garage, 
and I thought it was on fire. I'd gone 
running to see and found Tommy being 
very, very sick. He'd been smoking 
one of his father's cigars. "Get out of 
here." he told me savagely. "It's none 
of your business." 

I backed away, righteously disapprov- 
ing. "But why did you want to do it ?" 
I couldn't help asking. 

"Because I wanted to see what it 
was like." he said. "I wanted to try it." 

There was the time he and two other 
fellows got picked up for drag racing 
their jalopies. Tommy won, but he lost 
his driver's license for six months. 

There were dozens of things. It was 
always something. Because Tommy 
couldn't resist a dare, or speed, or try- 
ing everything once. 

But there was a sweet, gentle side 
to Tommy, too. 

Like the day it began for us. I was 
lying in the hammock in our yard, 
browsing through a movie magazine. 
It was the summer I was fifteen, the 
summer Laurie got married. And I 
was full of dreams and vague yearnings. 
One minute it was peaceful and quiet. 
The next minute a torn cat came flying 
over the Hartwells' fence with a spar- 
row in his mouth. I screamed. A sec- 



ond later Tommy came leaping over 
after him. He caught the cat starting 
up the tree that held one end of my ham- 
mock and gently extricated the bird. 
The cat ran. and we examined the 
petrified little creature. 

I said thinly, "It's dead." 

"No." Tommy said. ''it's just 
stunned." He was tenderly feeling it all 
over. "They get like this when they're 
scared." 

We fixed up a box and stuffed it with 
tissue and bread crumbs and a little 
pan of water. Then we put it in Tom- 
my's garage. "So no other animaFll get 
it while it's so helpless." Tommy said. 

The next morning we met each other 
going in to check. Tommy lifted the 
door, and the bird soared out. We 
grinned at each other. And .suddenly 
a funny look came into his eyes. "Say, 
you've grown up. haven't you ?" 

I blushed. "I guess most people do." 
I said primly. 

Then we both laughed again, and 
Tommy said. "There's a swell Western 
at the Knickerbocker. Want to go to- 
night?" 

"I'll ask my mother," I said. I turned 
and hurried home then, so he wouldn't 
see the excitement that was bubbling 
up in me. Nothing could have stopped 
me, even though Mom did try. 

"He's a wild one," she said, pursing 
her lips. "That boy's made for trouble. 
There's no telling what he might do." 

"He isn't like that, Mom," I said 
dreamily. "He's — nice." 

Daddy spoke up. "If they come right 
home, I dfin't see the harm." 

So I went. And that night was the 
beginning for us. Neither one of us 
ever looked at anybody else after that. 
It was as if we'd found each other, and 
it was all settled. 

There were so many things I loved 
about Tommy. There was the time 
Jimmy Barnes lost a be- and had to take 
Maybelle Hopkins to t le junior prom. 
Maybelle must have weighed over two 
hundred pounds. He'd had to do it, but 
he left her sitting alone all evening 
while he danced with everyone else. 

Tommy was furious. He said, "Would 
you mind, honey, if I asked her for a 
dance ?" 

I guess that he just couldn't stand 
it. And neither could I. I said, "I wish 
you would. I'll go powder my nose." 

Tommy danced four dances with her. 
He was the only one. When it was 
over, we took her out for hamburgers 
and then to her house, where Tommy 
walked to the door with her. 

And there was the time I'd planned 
a picnic for his eighteenth birthday. It 
was a beautiful Saturday in early Sep- 
tember. It was going to have to be our 
last for the summer, and I wanted it 
to be special. I'd spent the morning 
frying chicken and making little sand- 
wiches and jugs of lemonade while 
Tommy fixed poles for us and dug for 
worms, so we could fish in Sutter's 
Creek. We'd started out of eleven. By 
the time we got to the woods, a lot of 
angry, black clouds had gathered from 
nowhere. A second later they just 
opened up like Niagara Falls. 

"Maybe it'll stop," I said. 

(Continued on page 24) 




IS 

MARRIAGE 
ON HIS 
MIND? 

Your Date- 
Courier 

or Just 
Escorter ? 



"IT MIGHT be the same old story, 
M. but, believe me, when you're 
one of the characters, the story 
doesn't seem so routine," Mary Lou 
said bitterly. "Charlie and I went 
together for four years and for 
three of those years we were un- 
officially engaged. Why the long en- 
gagement? Beeause Charlie didn't 
want to get married. Of course, he 
never said that. Whenever I'd try to 
set the date, his mother would get 
sick or he'd lose his job. Once he 
told me it wouldn't be right to get 
married without at least two thou- 
sand dollars in the bank. I was 
always understanding because I was 
afraid of losing him. After going 

(Continued OH page 60) 



(Continued from page 22) 

Tommy craned his neck around. 
"Nope," he said. "It's gonna be a 
humdinger." 

Tears of disappointment crowded up 
in my eyes. He pretended not to notice. 
"I've got a better idea," he said, back- 
ing the car around. 

We went to his house. His Dad 
worked all day Saturdays. I said we 
couldn't be in there alone, and Tommy 
said why not, if we didn't do anything 
wrong. I thought about how furious 
Mom would be. And then I thought 
about all the food in the basket and it 
being Tommy's birthday and all. So 
we sneaked around through the alley 
and went in. 

It was one of the nicest times we 
ever had. We played records and 
danced and ate and toasted our nurt'i- 
mallows over the stove burners. While 
we were cleaning up, I said, "Happy 
birthday, darling — even if it wasn't the 
way I planned it." 

"It was happy," he said, "because 
you're the only present I want. Ever. 
Always." Then his brown eyes got all 
soft. "I'm just going to have to kiss 
you, honey, so I guess I better take you 
home." 

He didn't touch me then. We gath- 
ered up the stuff and went out the back 
way. When we got to our porch, he 
kissed me. 

Not that our love changed Tommy. 
We still had trouble over that other 
side of him. Like times we went to 
the amusement park — The high rides 
and the fast, jerky, wrenching whips 
and the upside-down twirls terrified me. 
But Tommy couldn't get enough of 
them. One night I'd had all I could^ 
take. My insides were churning, and 
I was so dizzy I couldn't have walked 
without hanging onto him. But he in- 
sisted on one more ride. I said weakly, 
"I can't." 

And he said, pulling me along, "Don't 
be a sissy. I'll hold onto you." So we 
went. And when we got off, I stood 
there, right in front of the swarming 
crowds, throwing up and crying and 
humiliated to the depths of my being. 

He kept apologizing and blaming 
himself and begging me to forgive him. 
But I couldn't — not for two days. Then 
on the third day, while I was shopping 
for Mom, he followed me into the 
supermarket. Before I could guess 
what he was up to, he was down on 
his knees in front of me, saying loudly, 
"Please forgive me, Lynn." 

Everyone stared, and I flushed. Then 
I understood. He was humiliating him- 
self to even the score. I hissed, "Get 
up, Tommy. Everyone's looking at 
us." He did, and we began giggling, 
and then it was all right again. 

It wasn't our last fight, though. There 
were other times. The worst was that 
next spring when six of us rode out to 
the airport just for something to do. 
Tommy loved to watch the little excur- 
sion planes take off and land. You 
could go up for fifteen minutes over 
the city for five dollars apiece. The 
fellows all wanted to go the worst way, 
but none of them could afford it. Then 
Tommy — leave it to Tommy — figured 
out a way a person could smuggle him- 



self in. Everybody began tossing it 
around, the way you do. One thing led 
to another, and Jeff Salisbury was say- 
ing, "Why don't you try it, Tommy? 
Go on, I dare you." And the other 
kids were egging him on. He didn't 
even hear me begging him not to. 

It was awful. We watched him get 
in, unseen by the pilot or other passen- 
gers. Then we watched the plane take 
off. Only it didn't come back. An hour 
went by. Then another. And Jeff said, 
in a scared voice, "What do you think 
we ought to do ?" We chewed over it 
for another half-hour, and finally agreed 
we'd just have to go home and keep 
quiet and wait. 

I never forgot that night — how I lay 
awake, suffering and worrying and 
praying. The next morning we found 
out that Tommy had stowed away in 
the wrong plane. He'd been carried to 
Mexico City on a specially chartered 
plane. The authorities called his father, 
who had to wire the money for Tommy's 
return. I was furious, and he was 
ashamed. But I never could stay mad. 
When that fight blew over, he grinned 
sheepishly and said, "But you know, it 
was fun, Lynn. It's the first time I've 
ever been out of the country." And it 
almost started all over again. 

I helped pay for that scrape, too. 
Tommy was working part time for his 
father then, and he made him turn back 
every cent he made till the cost of that 
plane ride home was paid for. It meant 
months of no shows, no malts, no rides 
even. Tommy couldn't even afford to 
buy gas. 

But I loved him. Even with all his 
faults, I loved him. Just being with 
Tommy, even being unhappy with him, 
was better than not being with him at 
all. I just couldn't imagine living with- 
out him. 

Through the years Mom kept fussing. 
"Some day hell break your heart. 
Lynn," she'd say. And I'd tell her it 
was too late. He had my heart. Or 
she'd say, "I don't know what you two 
have in common. You're so different, 
as different as night and day." 

And I'd say to her, "Mom, that's 
why we're good for each other. We 
balance each other." I thought my 
attitude was very mature. 

The fall I started my senior year. 
Tommy had already been through 
school a year and was working full 
time for his father. He was earning a 
good salary and had quite a lot saved. 
He wanted me to skip my last year and 
marry him then. 

But I was too sensible. 1 said. "I 
have to get my diploma. Tommy. I 
might need it. Someday I might have 
to go to work." I didn't tell him, but I 
knew Mom would never forgive me. 
She'd finally resigned herself to Tommy, 
and I didn't >vant to spoil it all. So I 
just said, "Besides, it wouldn't be 
right." 

So we waited. And finally the time 
came. The day after I graduated, we 
sent out the wedding invitations. We 
bought my wedding dress, and I had 
two showers, and the gifts began to 
pour in. Tommy and I rented a little 
apartment and began buying furniture. 
The pot of gold at the end of my lovely 



rainbow was right around the corner, 
and I wafted through those last days 
and nights wondering if people ever did 
actually burst with happiness. 

And then, two weeks before our wed- 
ding, we had our last fight. 

I'd been over at Tommy's that night, 
having dinner with him and his dad. 
All through the meal Tommy kept talk- 
ing about the high-powered racer his 
father had taken in the day before. Two 
fellows were driving from New York 
to Florida, and they'd broken down just 
outside of our town. Tommy's dad had 
been called to tow it back for repairs. 1 
was bored with it, impatient. I wanted 
to talk about the bedroom suite I'd seen 
in DeWitt's that day. So I never did 
know what had gone wrong with the 
car. I only knew it was fixed then, and 
the owner was picking it up the next 
day. 

"I've never driven a job like that," 
Tommy said wistfully. "I don't see 
how it would hurt if T just took it 
around the block." 

"I've got no right to let anybody drive 
that car," his dad said firmly. "And I 
don't want to hear any more about it." 

But Tommy couldn't leave it alone. 
He kept telling me about it, and I kept 
getting more and more resentful. After 
dinner Mr. Wright went off to his 
bowling, and Tommy and I did the 
dishes. And after that we sat around, 
bickering, pulling in two different direc- 
tions. Tommy kept going to the re- 
frigerator for beer. He kept saying. 
"Want a beer ?" And 1 kept saying. 
"No, and I think you've had enough," 
and getting more frustrated by the min- 
ute. 

"If you could see it. Lynn," he said, 
"you'd understand. Want to take a 
walk down ? I could show you—" 

"No," I said flatly. "You're acting 
like a little kid about that car," I added 
angrily, "as if it were a toy or some- 
thing. Anyone would think you were 
a little boy, instead of a twenty-year- 
old man about to be married." That 
was the rub. I wanted him to talk 
about us. our plans. 

But he was all full of the racer. And 
he kept drinking beer. And one thing 
led to another, the way it always did 
with Tommy. 

At ten o'clock, I said, "If you say 
one more word about that car. I'm go- 
ing home." 

"Someday I'm going to have one like 
that," he said. His words kind of all 
blurred together from all the beer he'd 
drunk. 

I flounced out in a rage. Tommy 
didn't follow me. And he didn't call — 
ever again. 

I found out the next morning he'd 
gone down to the garage and taken the 
car out. He'd driven down to River 
Road "to let her out and see what she 
could do." He'd gone through the red 
light at Washington while old Mr. 
Kanter was walking across. He'd killed 
Mr. Kanter. 

The whole town turned against 
Tommy. I think Mom was more furi- 
ous than anybody. "At least you were 
spared in time. Lynn," she said between 
telephone calls. Mom was busy calling 
(Continued on page 26) 




f*HOOSING make-up colors Just for therblors 
^ themselves could be confusing 

There's a wealth of dazzling core 
guiling enough to lure a girl right into an 
make-up. So rather than allow make-up colors, 
lovely in themselves, to encourage you to lose your 
color sense, keep a close check on your color type an 

(Continued on /page 43 ) 



( Continued front page 24 ) 
off the wedding, wrapping the gifts to 
be returned. "Be thankful this hap- 
pened before you were married." she 
kept saying. 

Even Dad had had it. "Not that he's 
bad," he said carefully. "But he is 
trouble. You're well out of it, Lynn." 

Laurie, snug and secure in her own 
life. said. "You're still so young, honey. 
You'll get over it. The right man 'II 
come along." 

Rich was only twelve then. 1 don't 
know what he thought, if anything. 

They all thought I was holding up 
line, being real sensible. They didn't 
know it was only because I was more 
dead than alive. 

T only saw Tommy twice after that. 
The first time was the day his dad took 
me to the city jail, where they were 
holding him for trial. All the light had 
gone out of his eyes. They were dark, 
bottomless pits of agony. It was like 
looking in a mirror. 

I said, "I love you. Tommy." 

"It's over for us, Lynn,"' he said. "I 
want you to find someone else." 

A month later I sat with Mr. Wright 
at the trial. Tommy was convicted on 
a charge of manslaughter with a ve- 
hicle and a felony drunk charge. He 
was sentenced to five years in the state 
prison. 

There were tears in Mr. Wright's 
eyes when we walked toward Tommy 
afterward. "He never meant to harm 
anybody, Lynn," he said. "He was just 
too full of life." 

Tommy and the guard waited for us. 
I said helplessly, hopelessly. "Tommy — - 
Tommy !"' while the tears streamed 
down my face. 

Tommy wasn t full of life anv more. 
A kind of gray, dead mask had* settled 
over his face. His eyes were all inward 
going. I couldn't tell what he was 
thinking or feeling. "I'm never going 
to see you again. Lynn," he said with 
a terrible, cold conviction. "'I'll never 
forgive myself." 

He didn't touch ine. He turned to 
his father and put his arms around 
him. "I'm sorry. Dad," he whispered. 

For a while I wrote letters and sent 
little things — things on the approved 
list. But Tommy never answered. One 
Sunday I took the three-hour bus trip 
to visit him. But he wouldn't see me. 
After that I stopped trying. I stopped 
praying. I just gave up. 

But, even so, somehow 1 lived 
through that next year and a half. I 
wasn't consciously waiting for Tommv 
exactly. If you've had a leg amputated, 
you don't wait for it to come back. 
You just limp along without it. with 
a nagging kind of hopeless regret. 
That's what I was doing — limping along 
w-ithout my heart. 

I got a job with an insurance agency. 
I had to do something. During that 
time Laurie had her second baby, and 
mom's mother died. Grandpa came to 
live with us. in Laurie's old room. He 
and Rich got to be bosom buddies. Life 
went on all around me. not quite touch- 
ing me. 

And then early that December Les 
Carter came to our town. My boss, old 
Mr. Buchanan, who'd managed the 



agency for years, died suddenly of a 
heart attack, and the home office in 
Chicago sent Les out to take over our 
branch. 

Les was Tommy's opposite in everv 
way. He had nice, serious blue eves 
and black hair and everything about 
him — the way he talked and walked 
and dressed — radiated a kind of quiet 
assurance . Somehow you k new he '< I 
never let anybody down. 

Not that I compared them then. That 
first day he arrived anil introduced 
himself to all of us and said to me. "I 
hope you'll help me get the hang of 
things around here. Lynn. I'll try not 
to inqxise." I just thought how nice 
he was. 

"Anything 1 can do. of course." I 
said. 

That was three weeks before Christ- 
mas. My respect and liking for him 
grew with each day. He was smart and 
(juick and anxious to succeed. But he 
always had time to be considerate and 
friendly to all of us. Being his secre- 
tary, I worked closely with him. and in- 
evitably little personal statistics slipped 
out. He'd worked his way through col- 
lege, graduating two years ago. That 
made him about twenty -four. His father 
was dead. His mother was living with 
his married sister on the north side of 
Chicago, where he grew up. L'p till 
now, he'd been too busy getting ahead 
to get serious about any girl. He liked 
our little town. He wanted to make 
good and stay and build up the agency 
— and a life for himself. 

The morning of Christmas Eve he 
gave each of us a gold pen and told us 
we could go home. I was the last to 
leave. I said. 'Well. Merry Christ- 
mas — " And something bleak in his 
smile made me realize how alone he 
was. The next thing I knew I heard 
myself saying. "Tonight at our house 
is trimming the tree and preparing 
for the feast tomorrow. We always do 
our celebrating Christinas Dav on ac- 
count of my sister's children. If vou'd 
like to spend it with us. I know Mom 
would love to have you." 

Suddenly all his reserve fell away, 
and he grinned boyishly, thanking me. 

It was a wonderful day. He brought 
a five-pound box of candy for Mom 
and big dolls for Rohin and Sandy. 
He talked politics with Dad and Chi- 
cago's old familiar haunts with Grand- 
pa, who'd lived there when he was a 
boy. He helped Rich work the puzzles 
I'd given him. After dinner he dried 
the dishes while I washed, 

The family was unanimously crazv 
about him. After he left. Mom said, "I 
knew the right one would come along. 
Lynn." 

''Don't be silly." 1 said. "I just felt 
sorry for him." But 1 did feel warmer 
inside than I had in a long time. Bring 
a little happiness to someone else, I 
thought, and some of it spills over into 
you. That was all. 

But it wasn't all. It was only the 
beginning. That next week at work 
he said, "If you haven't anything 
planned for New Year's Eve. Lynn, 
would you let me take you nut— dinner, 
then dancing or a show ?" 

Out of sheer force of habit I started 



to say I was busy, and then I remem- 
bered Sue'> party — it'.- not a couple 
thing. Lynn." she'd said, "just a lot of 
old friends getting together." — I'd told 
her I'd see. But I knew it would be 
couples — the old crowd were all either 
married or engaged. I didn't have anv 
intention of going. 

Until then. I said impulsively. 
"There's a party. You'd like them. Les. 
It'll be a good way to get you ac- 
quainted." 

Every body there liked him. too. At 
midnight someone turned off the lights, 
and Les kissed me lightly on the cheek. 
"Good luck for the new year.'" he whis- 
pered. 

When we left. Sue pulled >ne aside. 
" He's a darling, Lynn. Snag him 
quick." She was a little high, and I 
laughed it off. 

On the way home we stopped at an 
all-night diner lor coffee, and Les said. 
"I don't know how. and I'm not asking, 
hut you've l>een hurt some way. Lynn. 
Will you let me try to help?" 

1 said flatly. "The hoy I was going 
to marry is in prison — for three and 
a half more years." And besides that, 
I thought, we're through. 

He didn't hat an eyelash. "We could 
have fun together once in a while." he 
said softly. "You could show me 
around, and I'd appreciate it." 

So we went along on that basis. He 
didn't rush me. He never mentioned 
Tommy. He was just always there at 
the right time, doing and saying the 
right things. 

One Sunday that spring we drove out 
to the new housing tract at the west 
end of town. Les was angling for the 
blanket fire insurance coverage and 
wanted to look it over. That was the 
day he told me he loved me. 

We'd stopped for supper at the Mill- 
creek Inn. "Maybe it's too soon, Lynn." 
he said, "but you might as well know. 
I'm in love with you." 

I felt myself tightening up. "I'm 
sorry." I whispered. "I should have — " 

"I'm not." he said. His hand came 
over mine. "Even if you can't ever 
love me." He waited, but iwy throat 
was too full to speak. "Do you think 
you ever could, dear?" he asked finally. 

"I don't know," I said iniserablv. "I 
don't think so." 

He smiled, i ll keep trying." he said. 

That night in bed 1 kept mulling 
over it. For the first time in over a 
year I deliberately let myself remember 
Tommy — Tommy and me. It all seemed 
sd far away, unreal, dead. But the nag- 
ging ache was still there inside my 
heart. I knew I wasn't being fair to 
Les. taking so much, able to give sn 
little. 

Maybe 1 could have Iteeu stronger 
and fairer about Les if the family hadn't 
started in on me around that time. It 
was like a mass campaign to get me to 
forget Tommy and to marrv Les. 

Mom started it out of a clear sky at 
breakfast one morning. "You've got 
to stop pining for Tommy. Lynn." she 
said. "Even if he were free, he couldn't 
do anything for you." 

I stared at her. open mouthed. I 
started to say I thought the subject of 
{Continued on pooe 28) 




How To 
Prevent 
Varicose 
Veins 



by Regina Foster. Secrets Medical Reporter 



IACH year thousands of modern women suffer pain and em- 
barrassment from the development of unsightly varicose veins on 
their thighs, legs, and ankles. Obstetricians report that a large 
percentage of young mothers acquire prominent enlarged veins 
during pregnancy or shortly after birth. Other physicians contend 
too many housewives and working women are being blemished for 
life by ruptured blood vessels and congested veins. 

These doctors say, however, that varicose (Continued on page 42 ) 



(Continued from page 26) 

Tommy was taboo. But she was going 
on at>out Les, Look what he could <lo 
for me. He could give me a lovely 
home, stability, lifelong devotion. "You 
just don't know how lucky you are to 
have him," she said. "Any girl would 
give her eyeteeth for a fellow like that." 

That night after dinner it was Dad 
attacking Tommy. "You've got to look- 
ahead, baby, 1 ' he said. "Tommy might 
not always be able to work for his 
father, you know. Then what ? With 
a prison record you always have trouble 
getting a job — holding one — On the 
other hand, take Les." he said, "stand- 
ing on his own two feet, building secu- 
rity, a fine reputation." 

I said weakly, "What brings all this 
on now?" 

But nobody told me. Not then. 

Laurie had a lot to say, too, one 
Saturday morning when she dropped 
over and found rne alone. ''Say you did 
wait for Tommy. Lynn — Do you think 
it's fair to bring children into the 
world with a cross like that — a father 
who's killed a man and served a prison 
term ? Les would be a father they could 
always be proud of — depend on — " 

Even Sue got into it one noon when 
we'd met for lunch. "You know how 
the crowd feels about Tommy, hon. It 
would be rotten for you, tied to a fellow 
nobody wanted anything to do with. 
That can be pretty hard on love, you 
know. With Les you'd be welcome 
everywhere." 

"What is this?" 1 asked testily. 
"Tommy and I have been finished for 
almost a year. He's locked away. I 
haven't mentioned him.'" 

"We just want you to marry Les, 
clear." she said gently. 

They all kept at it. every chance they 
had — Mom, Dad, Laurie. Only Rich 
and Grandpa kept out of it. Tommy's 
spirit would be broken, they said. He'd 
never get over his guilt. It wasn't fair 
to me to consider sharing that. There'd 
always be bad times for him, remember- 
ing, shadowing his life. How much 
happier I'd be with a man with a clear 
conscience — meaning Les, of course. 

Or they'd ask, how could I know this 
would be the end of Tommy's troubles ? 
Hadn't he always gone from one scrape 
to another ? Who knew what would be 
next ? When he did get out. that is. 
With Les I could be sure. I could trust 
him, depend on him. I wouldn't ever 
have to be afraid of anything. 

In spite of myself I began to agree. 
Maybe grown-up love, the sensible kind 
that holds up marriages and molds chil- 
dren, maybe that kind was quiet and 
calm. Maybe I did love Le^. Maybe 
the tumultuous, wild, almost painful 
emotion I'd felt for Tommy wasn't real 
love at all. Maybe it was only a part 
of growing up. 

And Tommy had deserted me, hadn't 
he? He'd brought the mess all on him- 
self. Then what had he left me with ? 
"It's over for us, Lynn," he'd said 
coldly. "I'm never going to see you 
again. I want you to find someone 
else." A hard, belated little knot of 
anger against Tommy began to form 
in me. 

So I kept on working with Les. 



spending evenings and week ends with 
him. liking him and depending on him 
more and more. 

Then that September 1 met Mr. 
Wright in the post office one day and 
found out what had been behind the 
concentrated brainwashing that past 
spring. 

We almost bumped into each other. 
I couldn't avoid him, as I usually did. 
He looked years older and so lonely my 
heart went out to him. "What do you 
hear from Tommy?" I asked. 

"He took it hard last spring," he told 
me. "Being turned down on the parole. 
But he's pulled himself together now. 
He'll make it." 

I eased away from him. stunned, sud- 
denly realizing why they'd all been at 
me so. They'd all known, and they'd 
been scared. Scared Tommy would be 
back, and I'd still be free, still yearning 
for him. They'd l>een trying to pro- 
tect me. 

But I hadn't known. I hadn't been 
able to share his hope and then his dis- 
appointment. Somehow it gave me an 
empty feeling — as if a page had finally 
closed. 

Two nights later I accepted Les's 
proposal. I said, "I think I love you, 
Les — if that's good enough. I'll try to 
be a good wife — the very best I can." 

"It's plenty good enough, darling." 
he said huskily. He held me close, and 
it felt good and safe and warm. "It'll 
be all right, Lynn. You'll see. I'll make 
you happy." Then he took my hand 
and slipped on the beautiful diamond 
he'd been carrying around for months. 

Of course, everyone was thrilled. 
Right away Mom flew into a frenzy of 
wedding plans. That next week I began 
to train little Judy Roberts for my job. 
Two weeks after that I quit. And then 
Les and I began househunting. 

And then Laurie came in and said, 
"Tommy's back." 

I was still lost in memories when 
Mom came back from the kitchen — still 
staring bleakly at the wedding invita- 
tions scattered all over the card table. 

'You had to find out sooner or later." 
she said. "I just wish it could have — " 
Her words trailed off. and she took a 
deep breath. "Just don't do anything 
foolish. Lynn." she warned me briskly. 

She just wished Tommy's parole 
could have waited till 1 was safely mar- 
ried, I thought. 1 shook my head, try- 
ing to shake away the sticky cobwebs 
from the past. I wouldn't let it make 
any diffeience. I'd suffered enough. I'd 
finally begun to live again. It had been 
hard and long and painful, but I had 
found peace and hope and a bright, new 
future. I wouldn't spoil it. I forced a 
smile. "Don't worry. Mom." I said. 
"I'm over Tommy." 

That's what I said. But maybe I 
wasn't too sure. I knew I was bound 
to run into him somewhere. But, 
ostrich-like, I'd catch myself glancing 
down at his house before stepping out- 
side to make sure he wasn't around. 
Once when I was backing out of the 
garage, I saw him walking down the 
alley. He didn't turn, and I breathed a 
sigh of relief. But it will happen. I 
told myself. And then I'll find out it 
really is all over. I kept steeling myself 



tor it. reminding myself over and over 
of -all the reasons why there wasn't a 
chance tor us— whv I wanted to marry 
Les. 

It did happen — three days later, that 
next Saturday. 

I'd driven Mom to the grocery store 
that morning, and we'd stocked up for 
the week. I let her out with two big 
sacks and then went on into the garage. 
When I came in the kitchen door a 
minute later, she was standing, white- 
faced and trembling, at the kitchen 
table, holding a note. 

"It's Rich!" she said frantically. 
"They've gone to Sutter's Woods, rabbit 
hunting." Her voice rose shrilly. 
"Grandpa has taken that child and that 
gun into the woods!" 

I tried to calm her. "But Grandpa's 
with him, Mom," I said soothingly. 
"What can happen?" 

"You've got to go after them. Lynn." 
she said, almost in tears. 

I argued, but I couldn't get around 
Mom's unreasonable terror of guns — 
or her persistence in thinking of Rich 
as a baby. So there was nothing to do 
but get the car out again and go scout- 
ing for Rich and Grandpa. 

I'd just turned onto the old gravel 
road when I saw Tommy trudging 
along ahead of me. I braked the car. 
my heart crowding up in my throat. 
There was something so dejected in 
his walk. He looked so alone— Tommy, 
who was always in the midst of every- 
thing. He was thinner. 

Suddenly he turned, and we stared 
at each other with a kind of horror. 

I was the first to find my voice. "I'd 
heard vou were back. Tommv." I said. 
"I'm glad." 

He walked slowly over to the car, and 
I saw the sunken black circles under 
his eyes, the new, unfamiliar lines at the 
corners of his mouth. "How've you 
been, Lynn ?" he asked. Ht's eyes were 
all flattened against me — the way they'd 
been that day at the trial. 

"Fine." I said. "Just fine." Then 
because I couldn't stand the silence be- 
tween us, I began prattling about why 
I was there — about Grandpa and Rich 
and the rifle and Mom's fears. And 
then abruptly my foolish words just 
stopped coming. "Can I give you a lift 
somewhere?" I asked. 

He grinned crookedly. "I'm just 
taking a walk. looking over the old 
haunts." But he got in beside me. and 
we drove in silence to the clearing by 
the creek. 

I pulled to a stop, ami we l>oth got 
out. The old log was there — where 
we'd sat so many times, making plans, 
dreaming, kissing. A great surge of 
weakness swept through me, and I 
sank down on it. He sat at the other 
end, a careful three feet away from 
me. Then I saw him staring at my 
ring. 

"I heard about your engagement." 
he said dully. "I heard he's a swell fel- 
low. I'm glad, Lynn. I hope you'll be 
very happy." There was no warmth in 
his voice. He might have been mouth- 
ing polite words for some granger. Il 
was all dead and gone. It had all died 
the night Tommy killed Mr. Kanter. 
{Continued on page 301 



Cooking 



by Elsie Barton 

JUST as a rousing finale will add 
excitement to a good play, so will 
an inspired dessert add a touch 
of drama to the simplest menu 
and complement a more elab- 
orate one. 

We have for you this 
/ month a remarkably good 
collection of summer des- 
sert recipes. We'd recom- 
mend that you try the bev- 
erage recipes, too, since 
they not only satisfy thirst, 
but delightfully cool you off 
in these warm-weather days. 
(Continued on page 71) 




Give one of these star bill- 
ing at dessert time: Cherry 
Banana Scrub, a spar- 
kling specialty topped with 
whipped cream; Cherry 
Malt Milkshake, a new old- 
time favorite; or Caramel 
Cherry Cooler, a tall and 
creamy fruited delight. 

Cherry Growers and Industries foundation 
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(Continued from page 28) 
Everything had been over all that time — 
all those two years and four months. 
It had just taken me almost that long 
to realize it. 

I don't know how long we sat there 
making bits of meaningless conversa- 
tion with long, uncomfortable stretches 
of silence in between. Yes. he was go- 
ing to be working with his father — 
Yes, new buildings were sprouting up 
like mad all over town — No, Indian 
summer hadn't hit yet — we could look 
for it any day — I didn't know how the 
fishing was this year — 

I kept nervously twisting my ring, 
not knowing I was doing it till it slipped 
off into the brush between us. I cried 
out and bent over, tearing at the weeds. 

And then it all happened so fast. 

Tommy said. "We'll find it." And 
just as he leaned over, the bullet 
whirred past. A look of stunned sur- 
prise came into his eyes as he reached 
his hand around to his shoulder. 

It was another second before I real- 
ized what had happened. Then he was 
slipping out of his jacket, and I saw 
the blood oozing out all over his shirt 
sleeve. And I screamed. The next 
thing I knew Grandpa and Rich were 
there. 

Rich stared at the blood and said. 
"Gee — " His face was all screwed up. 
I thought he was going to cry. He 
dropped the rifle as if it w-ere a live 
rattler. 

Grandpa looked worried. "Let's have 
a look at that, son." 

"It's only a flesh wound." Tommy 
said. "Just a scratch. It's all right." 

"Yep." Grandpa said, straightening 
up. He dug in his pocket and pulled 
out his hanky, winding it around 
Tommy's arm. under his shirt. "It'll 
be all right. We better get you to the 
doc. though, to bandage it proper." 

"No," Tommy said. "I can take 
care of it. See — it's drying up already." 
He slipped back into his jacket. "'Please 
forget it."' 

"But you could have been killed!"' I 
said shrilly. No one else seemed to 
realize how horribly close it had been. 
"'If you hadn't leaned over at just that 
second, the bullet would have gone 



through your head. You might have 
been killed, Tommy!" 

We all looked at each other in speech- 
less shock. Then Grandpa said, "I guess 
your mom was right," His nice creased 
face was all full of shame and apology. 
"Rich isn't ready for rabbit hunting 
yet — " He broke off as the situation 
suddenly hit him— Tommy and me — 
alone at the creek. His eyes widened 
with disapproval, and he said stiffly to 
Tommy. "I'm responsible for this, and 
I insist you let Doc Grover look at it. 
You can ride over with Rich and me. 
or" — he looked at me sharply — "or 
Lvnn can drive you there." 

"I'll take him. Grandpa," I said 
quickly, wanting him and Rich to 
leave. I was confused and ashamed and 
upset. 

He nodded. "We'll meet you there," 
he said, tugging at Rich. 

But Rich hung back, the horror of 
what had almost happened still in his 
eyes. "Gee, I'm sorry." he told Tommy. 
"I'm real sorry." 

Tommy clapped him on the back. "It 
was my fault." he said. 

"I should have known better than to 
sit here like a target during the rabbit- 
hunting season." 

"We'll see you at Doc Grover's." 
Grandpa cut in sharply. 

And finally they were gone. A min- 
ute later we heard Grandpa's car start 
up. Then I began to cry. 

"Hey,"' Tommy said, sounding more 
like his old self. "Nothing happened." 

"Something did happen." I sobbed. 
"You almost got killed." I was getting 
a glimpse of what that would have been 
like — How flat and empty and mean- 
ingless everything would be with no 
Tommy anywhere in the world at all. 

Tommy shrugged. "Life is a gam- 
ble." he said. "You never know. Every 
time you cross a street — " His voice 
trailed off sickly as he remembered. 

But he was right. I thought. You 
couldn't count on it for a minute. You 
just took what you had and used it and 
lived every precious minute in the best, 
most fulfilling way you could. 

Suddenly there was only one thing in 
the whole world that mattered. Noth- 
ing else counted— not pride or ttie aw- 



ful months and years of suffering or 
what other people thought or the hard 
road ahead. Only Tommy mattered. So 
I had to ask. I had to know. "Don't 
you love me any more. Tommy ?"' 

He looked at me. his eyes storming 
up with anger. "I love you so much," 
he said furiously, "I won't wreck any 
more of your life." 

'"Oh, Tommy," I whispered. "I have 
no life without you." I flung myself 
shamelessly into his arms, holding him 
tight, crying again in my relief. And 
finally I felt his arms coming around 
me, tight and strong. Our lips came 
together like a promise. A new begin- 
ning. 

When we finally pulled apart, I saw 
that the shadow had fallen from his 
eyes. They were all full of hope and 
life again. "Are you sure. Lynn?" he 
asked anxiously. 

"Tin sure," I said. "I'm so sure." 

"I've learned my lesson. Lynn," he 
said humbly. "I know how I've hurt 
vou — and Dad. I'm going to make it 
up to him. I'm going to work hard in 
the garage. And I'll spend my life 
trying to make it up to you. darling." 
His voice broke, but he kept on. "It'll 
be different. You'll see. Lynn. I've 
grown up — " 

I stopped his words with my lips. I 
knew^ he'd changed. I knew he'd never 
do the crazy, impulsive things he used 
to. Because he'd never forget his heed- 
less recklessness had caused Mr. Ran- 
ter's death. 

T said shakily, getting up, "W T e've got 
to get to Dr. Grover's or Grandpa will 
be back after us." Then suddenly I re- 
membered the ring. "We have to find 
it," he said, "so I can give it back." 
A fleeting feeling of sadness swept 
through me at the thought of telling 
Les, hurting him. But I knew it would 
hurt him much more if I married him 
always loving Tommy. And I ahvays 
would. 

Tommy found it, and I slipped it 
into my wallet. Then we started back 
to Dr. Grover's. And after that, to 
tell our world. We both knew it 
wouldn't be easy. But we did have our 
love, and witli love you can conquer 
anything. . the eni> 



I Had to Deliver My Own Baby! 

(Continued from page 21) 



didn't go. I never will be sure just 
why. Plain stupidity. I guess. But we 
live on a farm, twenty miles from New 
Whiteland, Indiana, and a farm wife 
just doesn't take off and leave a new- 
batch of baby chicks unattended and tell 
the cows they'll have to wait to get 
milked. 

Cort holds down a job in Indianapo- 
lis, and I guess you'd say we're sort of 
part-time farmers. But all the same. 
I felt guilty about leaving our place 
before I had to. I figured that when my 
pains started. I'd just ride to the hos- 
pital with Cort, or if he was at work. 
I'd call my neighbor and she could 
drive me into the hospital at New 
Whiteland. 

But. nf course, it didn't work out 



that way. if you remember, none of 
us really expected a serious flood. 
Water, yes, even ruined crops, but we 
didn't expect the big dam at Gas City 
to break. 

When Cort left for the night shift 
that night that our child was to be 
born, neither of us was worried. The 
water was rising, but all the radio re- 
ports kept saying that the river was 
expected to crest any minute. I'd felt 
nervous all day, but I didn't tell Cort. 
I just figured that I'd call him if my 
pains started. In the meantime I didn't 
want to worry him. 

After he left, I called my sister-in- 
law-, to see if little Cathy was okay. 
Then I decided to do a little sewing. 
Outside, the rain pounded steadily 



against the windows, and I could hear 
it pouring off the drainpipes from the 
house. 

Halfway up the stairs, I stopped. My 
water had broken. Being a farm wife. 
I knew about dry births. Usually, when 
a woman's water breaks, the doctor will 
want his patient to go into the hospital, 
even if she isn't in labor. At our farm, 
Cort and I always kept a real careful 
eye on a mare or a cow w T hose water 
had broken before she went into labor. 

I knew I had to call my doctor. I 
walked slowly down the stairs to the 
phone. My hands were trembling as I 
dialed his number, and when I finally 
got his home, the line was busy. Look- 
ing back, I know I should have called 
Cort right then, but for some reason I 
felt like 1 wanted to be able to tell Cort 
that the doctor was waiting for us— 
that all we had to do was drive to New 
Whiteland and they'd be ready for me. 



What I didn't know then was that 
when you're ready to have your baby, 
if you can't get the doctor, get your 
husband, your neighbor, or somebody. 
Don't fool around waiting, as I did. 

I walked around the house, picking 
things up, straightening, killing time, 
until twenty or so minutes had passed. 
Then I had my first real pain. 

It hit me like a sledge hammer. The 
second one came very soon afterward, 
but it wasn't nearly as bad. I dialed 
the doctor's number again, but nothing 
happened. It didn't even ring. It oc- 
curred to me that there might be 
trouble on the line due to the rising 
water, but I didn't dream that the phone 
might be out. 

I WENT upstairs, got my coat 
on. and on the way down, I had another 
pain. This time, with this baby, those 
easy, "first-stage" labor pains — the kind 
that warn you, allow you to get ready — 
had skipped me entirely. Later my doc- 
tor told me that this sometimes happens, 
that there is no assurance that a woman 
will bear a child in the proper "stages" 
that the books talk about. 

I got to the last step, and another pain 
doubled me over. I tried not to push 
with it. 

When I picked up the phone this 
time and heard no buzz, I knew the 
phone lines were dead. And I had no 
car to get to the hospital in, even if I 
could drive, which I couldn't at that 
point. 

I sank slowly to the floor. In the 
hall our big grandfather clock struck 
nine-thirty. It always played a little 
tune on the half-hour, and a longer one 
on the hour. It had all happened so 
fast! 

I walked to the window, trying to 
think. Beyond me, a yellowish light 
showed from our neighbor's farm. I 
knew I'd have to do something, and, 
in a pinch, Cort and I had planned for 
me to get help from a neighbor. Of 
course, we'd thought I could phone 
them. Well, I told myself, you'll just 
have to walk there. Or else have the 
baby here alone. 

It wasn't far, really. Just down the 
road and over the little wooden bridge 
that spanned the creek. Our neighbors 
were almost always home, and in a 
rainstorm like this, they'd be sure to 
be. I buttoned my coat up over my 
protruding tummy and somehow man- 
aged to get my boots on. I had an- 
other pain while I was putting them 
on, but it was no worse than the last 
one. Because I'd had a baby before, I 
felt sure that this baby wasn't in the 
birth position. The pains felt prepara- 
tory, as if the child inside me were still 
trying to move down the birth canal 
into the cervix. 

A few minutes later I was stumbling 
along the dark, muddy road toward the 
house that lay just across the creek. 
The lights shone a yellowish white, 
dimmed by the heavy, pounding rain. I 
got soaked through almost at once, but 
that didn't bother me too much. My 
only thought was to get across the small 
wooden bridge that spanned the creek. 
Then it would only be a matter of, say, 
a city block, to my neighbor's. 



GOOD DISCIPLINE 
fur YOUR CHILD 



by Alice Texter 



JIM CULVER wot barely inside the 
house when his wife Helen began, 
"1 want you to give Billy a good thrash- 
ing. He won't mind me at all." 

Jim shrugged his work jacket from 
his shoulders and eyed his wife seriously. 
"Billy would think a lot of me if t came 
home and thrashed him every night for 
something he did during the day, now 
wouldn't he?" A trace of anger crept 
into his voice. "If you can't discipline a 
nine-year-old boy, maybe you'd better 
take up some other job." 

The argument really got going after 
that. Helen, an efficient housewife, had 
never been able to handle her livery 
little son. Instead of properly disciplin- 
ing the boy, she always threatened, "I'll 
tell your father," or, "I'll have your 
father whip you tonight." 

Billy soon learned that his father 
wouldn't punish him, except for evening 
or week-end mischief. Daytime deviltry 
met with nothing more serious than a 
few empty threats. 

Few children will mind when they 
know they don't have to. Temptation lies 
on every side, and why should they re- 
sist if when they can safety get away 
with anything short of murder? 

Larry, ten, would tell you that he loves 
his mother, yet he pays no attention to 
her commands. He learned long ago that 
her threats are empty as air. 

"I'll tell Daddy," or, "I'll slap you 
silly/' are mere words which mean 
nothing. 

If she nags too loud and long, Larry 
tells her to "pipe down" and rides off 
on his bike. Deep down in his heart, he 
really does love his mother, but he has 
absolutely no respect for her authority. 
He has her pegged a softy. 

Larry's dad is a different story. One 
harsh word from him, and Larry jumps 
to attention. He knows from past ex- 
perience that his father's commands are 
followed by much more than empty 
threats. 

Child guidance authorities tell us that 
to make a child mind is to make him 
respect his parents. Love is not destroyed 
by discipline. Larry goes out of his way 
to do things for his dad, but he never 
does anything for his mother unless she 
asks him to— and then only if he hap- 



pens to feel in the right mood to do it. 

Discipline doesn't necessarily mean 
whipping. Forcing a child to stay home 
from a ball game or party can be a 
much more severe punishment. The rea- 
son for punishment Is to show your child 
that you are boss and that unless he 
obeys your commands, he will have to' 
pay the penalty. 

"Or else—" should be cut from a par- 
ent's vocabulary and replaced with, 
"Now!" Following a command with a 
threat means that there is an alternative. 
The child has a choice— to pick up his 
toys "or else" wait and see what you 
will do if he doesn't obey. In most in- 
stances he will take the chance that 
you will forget to carry out your threat. 

"Pick up your toys— now!" leaves no 
room for hesitation. 

It is a parent's duty to raise a child 
to be a good citizen. A well-disciplined 
child will be much more likely to develop 
into a well-balanced adult. The child 
who gets away with everything will 
grow up to believe that he can always 
do as he pleases. 

A few strict lessons in obedience will 
convince a child that his parents are not 
kidding when they lay down the law. 
Once a child realizes that you will back 
up your commands with physical action 
if necessary, he won't hesitate to obey. 
Doing- as he's told will soon become rou- 
tine. As his good conduct grows, so will 
his love and respect. 

A child who minds on Monday can be 
made to obey all week. Discipline must 
not be reserved for special occasions 
only. Neither should it be a chain to be 
bound tightly around a child's neck 
twenty-four hours a day. A mischievous 
child is not always a rebellious one. He 
may become a rebel if he is constantly 
reprimanded for small mistakes or minor 
bits of childish mischief. 

Empty threats are worse than no dis- 
cipline at all. "Don't say It unless you 
mean it," is a good rule for parents to 
follow. Authority in proper doses com- 
mands respect. Radio and TV heroes are 
symbols of strength. It will surprise and 
delight your child to discover that you 
possess the disciplinary strength of 
Hawk-eye, Annie Oakley, and 5 
all rolled into one. 



COOL, 
CRISP CASUALS 



PATTERNS OF THE MONTH 



4457 — Tiny-waisted dress with a full-circle 
skirt; cover jacket. Printed Pattern in Misses' 
Sizes 10 to 18. Size 16 dress takes 5% yards of 
35-inch fabric; the jacket, 1^ yards. 

4628 — Wonderful coverall. Slip it on lor cook- 
ing, gardening, sunning. Printed Pattern in 
Misses' Sizes 12 to 20. Size 16 takes 2§i yards 
- r 35-incli fabric. 



4947 — Three for fall — nipped jacket and two 
skirts. Printed Pattern in Jr. Miss Sizes 9 to 
17. Size 13 jacket and slim skirt take 1% yards 
of 35-inch fabric for each. 



4695 — Wonderful muu-muu. Belted, it becomes 
a smart casual ; free-flaring, a nightgown or 
housedress. Printed Pattern in Misses' Sizes 
10 to 18. Size 16 takes 3J4 yards of 35-inch 
fabric. 




4695 

10-18 



Patterns are thirty-five cents each. Send orders (with coins) to: SECRETS, 214, 
Pattern Department. 243 West 17th Street. New York 1 1, New York. Add ten cents 
each for first-class mailing. Send thirty-five cents for color Catalog of Printed 
Patterns. 



I shoved one foot in front of the 
other. When I got to where the bridge 
should be, I think I heard, rather than 
saw, the swirling, black water that 
rushed just beneath my feet, where 
the bridge had been. I had another 
pain — about the third one I'd had since 
I left home. I bent down, bore with 
it, and when I straightened up. breath- 
ing hard, I realized that the little 
bridge had been washed away ! 

Going back home seemed to take 
much, much longer. Or maybe that 
was only because my clothes were 
soaked through and clinging to my 
heavy body. Or maybe it was because 
I knew that once I got home, I'd prob- 
ably have the baby. I knew it would 
be soon, but I also knew that I still 
had some time. Enough for me to get 
home and prepare myself. 

When I shoved open my front door, 
I leaned against the familiar, comfort- 
ing feeling of the wall, trying to think. 
What did I need to do? Get to bed- 
get clean sheets — get something ready 
to wrap the baby in. Things most 
women know if they've had a child 
before. 

Then panic struck me. The cord — 
what about the cord? 

Cut it, of course. I told myself. I'd 
stood by while Cort cut the huge, bluish 
cord that bound mare and filly together 
— surely I'd be able to separate myself 
from my own child ! 

But I tasted panic in my mouth. 
Then I groped for the light switch, and 
nothing happened. Hadn't the lights 
been on when I left? I remembered 
that they had. I sank slowly down on 
the floor, a terrible feeling of despair 
all through me. I was alone in a raging 
flood ready to have my baby. And 
there was no way to phone for help or 
even get someone to tell me what to do ! 
My child would be born in the dark, 
without a blanket, because I felt sure 
that I couldn't climb those old-fash- 
ioned, steep stairs to the bedroom. 

I'm not sure just what happened to 
me then. I know I prayed out loud, 
Egging God to help me. And He did. 
He gave me the greatest gift possible 
in that terrible moment of despair. He 
let common sense trickle back into my 
brain. 

Sure, I was alone. But I was inside, 
not out in the storm. The heat had 
gone off when the power failed, but 
still, it was spring, and the house was 
still warm. I could drag that old cot 
in from the summer kitchen, and, I 
thought, my mind spinning, I could use 
a table cloth to cover it with. I knew* 
that it was important to be careful about 
keeping things sterile, and although my 
table cloths hadn't been boiled, they'd 
dried in the sun — nature's greatest 
germ killer. 

Now I moved efficiently, like 
a machine. My mind told me what to 
do to prepare for the baby's birth, and 
my body stopped me every few minutes 
or so as the baby came down. 

There was an old wood stove in the 
kitchen, but I didn't know how to start 
it. It had been there, unused, since we'd 
bought this place three years before. 
But it was a comfort just having it 



there. Now the big kitchen was still 
warm from the furnace that had only 
recently shut off, but perhaps tomor- 
row, if help still hadn't come, I'd try 
to light the stove. By then. I knew, my 
baby would be here, and I mustn't let 
him get chilly. I remembered what a 
nurse had told me when Cathy was 
born, and I'd brought her home in mid- 
December. "Keep her warm, honey," 
the little nurse had said. "Babies should 
breathe warm air — they can't stand a 
chill when they've been used to the 
body heat of the womb." 

There were some oil lamps in the 
cupboard, and between pains I took two 
of them down . I knew where my 
kitchen matches were, even in the dark- 
ness. I struck one, and at first the lamp 
didn't light I had another pain, there 
in the blackness, and when I straight- 
ened up. I felt like a light would be 
the most wonderful gift in the world. 
1 knew I couldn't have a doctor, or even 
a nurse, or clean, regular sheets, but, 
please God — couldn't I have a light? 

Fortunately, the lamp's wick caught 
and held. I knew I didn't have much 
time now. God help me. 1 prayed. Give 
me the strength to deliver my baby ! 

The last pain had moved my child 
into the birth position. I felt a heavi- 
ness between my legs and a strong de- 
sire to lie down. But I couldn't. I 
still had things to do. and I had to do 
them now. while I had the strength. 
Afterward, when mv child was here, 
I'd rest. 

I walked slowly across the kitchen 
to the old summer kitchen. It was 
chilly out there, but I grabbed hold of 
the cot and got it through the doorway. 
Then I opened my bottom cupboard 
drawer and got out two clean table- 
cloths. I made up the cot, and know- 
ing that there would be blood and a 
mess. 1 took newspapers from the stack 
near the summer kitchen and spread 
them on the narrow cot. Somewhere 
I remembered hearing that the ink in 
the paper repells germs — and I was 
right, my doctor told me later. 

I'd just finished with the cot when 
I had another pain. Hurry, I told my- 
self. Hurry! I needed — what? Some- 
thing to wrap the baby in. I pulled 
open the wrong drawer, then the right 
one. and grabbed some dish towels. 
They were wrinkled, but they smelled 
of fresh air and sunshine. I needed 
scissors — or a razor blade— to cut the 
cord with. Would I be able to do that? 
I decided to worry about that later. 
I stumbled into the dark hall, trying to 
remember where my sewing box was. 

Then I remembered. It was upstairs 
in the spare room we'd planned to make 
into a nursery. And I'd never make it 
up those stairs — never. I walked back 
to the kitchen, feeling the stirrings of 
another pain. 

A bad one, this. Time to He down. 
Then I looked at the dish drainer, and 
my little paring knife gleamed up at 
me. Wouldn't a knife do ? This one 
was plenty sharp, and if I sterilized it— 

Carefully, I struck another kitchen 
match, held it over the knife until the 
knife's tip was colored black. Was I 
ready ? No — something to tie the cord 
with — something to put the baby in. 



I knew that if I allowed myself the 
luxury of lying down. I'd never be able 
to finish my preparations. Doggedly, I 
dumped my ironing on the floor and 
spread two terry cloth dish towels in 
the bottom of the laundry basket. Then 
I reached into a drawer for string, 
trying to get it before the next pain 
came. 

That pain forced me, after it had 
left, to drag myself to the cot. On the 
way, I used up some of the strength 
that I was hoping to save. I opened the 
refrigerator and groped for something 
to eat, for later. I knew I'd need some- 
thing to give me strength — to keep me 
going until help came. My hand touched 
some cheese. That, I thought, would 
give me energy — protein — and I'd need 
liquids to help my milk come in. Cort 
always left an extra bucket of water 
for the mare when she'd given birth, 
to help her feed her young. My hand 
touched the milk bottle in the dark in- 
side of the refrigerator, and I took it 
out. I placed it on the floor near the 
cot and put the big hunk of cheese next 
to it. 

I was ready. I felt a strange sense of 
pride and expectancy wash over me. 
A clean bed, newspapers to soak up 
the blood and mess that always accom- 
pany birth, a basket for my child, dish 
towels to wrap him in. food to keep 
my strength up so that I could nurse 
him, a knife to cut the cord, and string 
to tie it off. 

I lay there panting like a puppy. I 
felt another pain come, and I bore 
down, raising my legs as I did. I 
grabbed hold of the cold legs of the 
cot. pressing downward with my two 
hands. I heard myself cry out, and it 
was wonderful to know that now all 
I had to do was He there and scream 
and have my baby. I didn't have to 
make any more preparations — all that 
was done. 

I could feel my baby's head coming 
through. I sat partway up, then I 
grabbed at the tablecloth sheets and 
opened my mouth and moaned. 

AND that's how our son was 
born — with me in a squatting, sitting- 
up position. For me, it was easier than 
it had been when I'd been lying down 
for Cathy. I instinctively put both my 
hands on my stomach, pushing, and 
the rest of the baby's body came out in 
a hurried surge. 

Immediately I heard my son's wail — 
loud, strong, angry, glorious. He was 
alive, I knew. And strong ! 

I allowed myself the luxury of lying 
down flat on the bed for just a few 
seconds. At that time I didn't know if 
I'd had a girl or a boy. Funny, how- 
even at a time like that a mother must 
know. I struggled back up to a sitting 
position, tilted the tiny, slimy-feeling 
body so that I could see. Then I put 
him in my arms and, instinctively, his 
little mouth opened in a kind of sucking 
motion. I put him to my breast. It was 
dry — it was too soon for the milk to 
have come in — and he lay there sucking 
greedily, his face mottled and angry. 

Slowly I pulled him closer, and I 
made myself sit up. I reached down 
for the sterile knife that lay on a care- 



fully folded newspaper, then I looked 
carefully at the cord that bound my 
child and me together. 

It was thick — as thick as say. clothes- 
line tripled. It was an odd bluish color, 
mixed with red. And it throbbed — I 
could see it pulsate every time my heart 
beat. 

1 raised the knife carefully, holding 
it while I knotted the cord with one 
hand, as I'd often knotted a darning 
thread. Then I lowered the knife, and 
with one quick slice, I cut the cord that 
had fed and nourished and bound my 
son and me together for nine months. 

There was no pain — no feeling at all. 
The baby still sucked contentedly, as if 
nothing at all had happened. Now I lay 
back. But I wasn't finished. My pains 
began again, not quite so hard this time. 
But in a few moments, after six or 
seven pains, I expelled the placenta, or 
afterbirth. The uterus, God's miracle, 
had achieved its purpose. My baby had 
been born, the blood vessels had been 
closed off, my child's "nest" — the pla- 
centa — had been expelled. 

Now there was nothing left for me 
to do but rest. 

Carefully. I wrapped my son in the 
clean towels. Then I put him gently 
down in his basket. I remembered that 
I'd been told with my first baby that ly- 
ing on the stomach helps the womb to 
go back into place, so I flopped over. 
Then I slowly slid the wet newspapers 
onto the floor. Now my bed was clean 
and dry. My baby was happily sucking 
his fist. And I was tired. 

I woke up to the mingled sounds of 
panic. My husband's voice, heavy feet 
in the hallway, two or three other voices 
one of them my doctor's. 

I opened my eyes to male faces peer- 
ing at me. They all looked so worried- 
even my doctor — that I burst into tears. 
Had I done something wrong? W ; as the 
baby all right? Had he died while I 
slept ? 

Fortunately, nothing had happened. 
Our son was sleeping peacefully, and I 
could honestly say that he seemed to be 
in better shape than my husband or the 
sheriff or even my doctor. They all 
seemed terribly upset. They'd rowed 
across the swollen river in a boat, then 
dredged through waist-high water when 
the boat capsized, to get to me. 

Because of the flood I was allowed to 
recuperate at home. But I received my 
first of a long series of penicillin shots 
almost as soon as my doctor looked at 
me. That was because of the danger of 
infection. 

Now, looking back on it, I guess I'm 
proud that I bore my son alone, but still, 
I'm sensible enough to still be a little 
scared by it. While most births take 
place normally, with no assistance what- 
soever, the delivery room team can 
make all the difference in the world 
when it comes to a hard delivery. 

While the mother is in labor, the 
baby's heart beat will be checked at in- 
tervals of five to ten minutes, as part 
of the normal hospital procedure. If it 
should fall under one hundred beats per 
minute, trouble is brewing. Most likely, 
the cord which supplies oxygen to the 
baby has become tangled or compressed. 
Then the baby is delivered as quickly 



as possible to prevent brain damage or 
other injury. 

When the baby doesn't breathe spon- 
taneously alter birth, as — thank God — 
mine did, doctors can put a tiny oxygen 
mask on the infant. In modern hospitals 
the greatest care is taken when the cord 
is cut from the mother and baby. My 
doctor told me that I'd been wise to 
sterilize the knife, but even so. my child 
and I both risked infection. 

Because my son was small 
and because this was my second preg- 
nancy, I was very lucky and didn't tear. 
But often mothers do. For thirty to 
sixty per cent of women who bear first 
babies, cutting to enlarge the perineum, 
or muscle bed, must be done, so that the 
mother doesn't tear. 

Believe me, I know I was lucky. It 
she has to, a woman can bear a child 
alone, with no help, as I did. But with 
my next child, I'm going to make sure 
I'm safe and sound in a labor room, 
with three or four nurses hovering 
around, and my doctor within yelling 
distance ! 



him — "We didn't do any more than 
anyone else would have done. Now, if 
you'll excuse us, we've got to go. We 
should have had the store open by now." 
He was striding out the door. I followed 
him reluctantly, my eyes taking in as 
much of my surroundings as possible. 
A grand piano, paintings on the walls — 
I'd never again see a house like this! 

It was when I was back in the truck 
that I started to shake from the re- 
action of so much excitement. And once 
I'd started shaking. I couldn't stop. 
When we got home. Wes made me go 
back to bed. But I didn't stay there. 
I was up again by the time he had the 
store open, calling Lorna on the phone 
to tell her everything that had hap- 
pened. Lorna was a wonderful audience. 
She kept saying that Wes was a hero 
and that he'd probably get a medal. "Oh, 
it wasn't that much,'" I said. "There 
wasn't any actual danger. The fire was 
confined to the roof, and it wasn't as 
bad as it looked. 

"Of course." I added, "if we hadn't 
come along — " There was no sense in 
playing it down too much. "That woman 
fainted right at my feet." I finished 
dramatically. Then I had to tell it all 
over again from the beginning. 

Enough excitement to last me for 
months — that's what I thought. I didn't 
know that was only the beginning. The 
young man who had talked to us was 
a reporter, and his paper sent out a 
photographer to get a picture for the 
late edition. By that time Lorna and 
Mac had come over with all the children, 
and they got in the picture, too. Then 
the photographer took one of Wes. with 
Michelle sitting on the arm of the chair, 
and Brucie leaning over the back of it. 

Well, that picture turned out just 
wonderful. It was right on the front 
page of the late edition, and underneath 
it were the words. "I was thinking of 



But if it should happen to you — if you 
should be alone when your child is com- 
ing, it's important to remember these 
things : 

1. Prepare a sterile place for the in- 
fant and for yourself. Clean sheets — a 
rubber sheet on top, if possible, or news- 
papers will do — and a place to lie down. 
You can have a baby sitting up in a 
chair, but afterward, you'll find you 
need the familiar comfort of a bed. 

2. Prepare a place for the infant. 
You won't want him in bed with you. 
because mothers usually fall into a deep, 
tired sleep' after giving birth. There is 
danger of rolling on the baby, so be 
sure to have a basket, or at least some 
blankets, ready for him. Sure, it's sweet 
to hold him in your arms, but remem- 
ber — you just might drop off to sleep 
and smother him ! 

3. Don't be in too much of a hurry to 
cut the cord. For years it was the cus- 
tom to cut the umbilical cord almost as 
soon as the baby was born— clamping it 
to prevent loss of blood, and taping it 
with linen. Today doctors know that a 
few minutes ;tfter hirth. there is a final 



my kids." Wes said he hadn't had time 
to think of anything at all. but re- 
porters are smart enough to write what 
people want to read. On the inside page 
was the picture of all of us. and Lorna 
was in seventh heaven, because it was 
real flattering of her. Personally. I 
didn't care so much about that picture. 
Mac needed a haircut, and their oldest 
boy, Kenny, had a hole in the sole of 
his shoe. And the big gouge that Brucie 
had knocked into the plaster when he 
tipped over the floor lamp showed up 
plain. 

The truth was, we looked pretty pov- 
erty-stricken. And the story and pictures 
that came out the next day made it 
even worse. Some girl from the paper 
had come and talked to me, and al- 
though I hadn't said much, just an- 
swered her questions, it sounded like a 
lot in the story. It told about Brucie's 
operations and the terrible time when 
Michelle had polio. There was a whole 
paragraph about Dad's last illness, and 
the expenses had been exaggerated into 
"thousands of dollars." But the worst 
was the long explanation about Mac 
being out of work so long, and how we 
were helping him and Lorna. I just got 
sick when I read that part. Why. Lorna 
would kill me ! 

But — and this was almost unbelievable 
— Lorna was pleased ! I didn't see how 
she could be, but I was so relieved that 
she wasn't chewing my ear off for tell- 
ing so much that I didn't try to figure 
it out. I guess some people don't care 
what the papers say about them as long 
as they say something. She rushed over 
all excited to tell me that six employers 
had called in offering Mac a job. And 
if that wasn't crazy ! T mean, I was 
tickled to death to know he'd finally be 
working again, but I couldn't for the 
life of me see how he'd done anything. 

And that was still only the very 



>urge of blood from the placenta into 
the baby's body. Why this is so. they 
don't know, but apparently the baby 
needs this final ration of blood. So be 
sure to wait until the cord stops pul- 
sating before you cut and tie the cord. 
And when you do, be sure you do it 
high enough so that your doctor can re- 
pair it later, if need be. 

4. Save the placenta, or afterbirth. 
Your doctor will want to check and see 
that it is all out and that you are clean 
inside. 

5. Remember, if you are cut off or 
alone for some time, you must sustain 
vourself with food and liquids. The 
liquids will help bring your milk in. 
But this is a problem that seldom arises. 
L'sually help comes to a woman, as it 
did to me. soon after her child is horn, 
so she doesn't have to worry. 

6. During your visits to your doctor, 
especiallv if you have already given 
birth, try to find out what needs to he 
done in an emergency. Every day thou- 
sands of babies are born without the 
help of a doctor. It isn't the best way. 
hut sometimes it happens! • the kmi 



beginning. On Sunday afternoon Mr. 
Claidon. the man whose children W es 
bad hel|>e<l save, came over to see us. 
VYe never kept the store open on Sun- 
day. Wes said we were entitled to our 
day of rest, just like anyl>ody else. We 
had gone to church in the morning, and 
Pastor Olson had written his sermon 
around us. At least, that's the way it 
seemed to me, and 1 felt pretty self- 
conscious as people kept turning their 
heads and smiling, and Pastor Olson 
talked on and on about the acts of cour- 
age that are performed with no thought 
of earthly reward. 

If I was self-conscious, Wes was 
downright mad. At the end of service 
he made us leave through a side door, 
so we would escape the handshakes and 
all the fuss. And he grumbled all the 
way home about a big splash being made 
over nothing. 

"It won't last long." I said, feeling 
a small chill as I said it. Life would 
seem even grimmer now, after all the 
excitement. I hadn't dared say so to 
Wes, but secretly I was wondering why 
we hadn't heard from the Claidons. We 
knew by now that they were the owners 
of the big furniture store that adver- 
tised on TV all the time. ''Luxury on 
a budget," was their slogan. Lorna had 
put the idea in my head that we should 
be getting a reward, and although I 
had told her that was pure foolishness. 
I had found myself hoping a little. May- 
be the Claidons would give us fifty- dol- 
lars. Maybe even a hundred. Oh, what 
Wes and T could do with a hundred 
dollars ! 

But when Mr. Claidon did come over, 
right after Sunday dinner, I was too 
nervous to think about fifty dollars or 
a hundred or anything else. He was a 
big, hearty man, probably a little older 
than Wes. And was he a talker ! He 
had been on a buying trip to New York 
when the fire broke out. "Have to keep 
plugging in order to support the wife 
and kids." he said to Wes. "You know 
how it is." 



They Called Me Mrs. Fancypants 
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Wes nodded, sort of numbly. I thought 
nervously that Mr. Claidon meant well, 
hut that it was pretty hard for Wes to 
compare himself with the owner of an 
enormous furniture store who took buy- 
ing trips to New York. By now I wasn't 
thinking of any reward money at all — 
I was just hoping he'd get through 
thanking us and leave. 

And then it came. "Darned cold 
weather we're having," Mr. Claidon 
said heartily. "Be pretty nice to be soak- 
ing up some Florida sunshine, wouldn't 
it?'" Wes and I both nodded like puppets, 
although we'd never thought of soaking 
up Florida sunshine any more than 
we'd thought of going to the moon. Mr. 
Claidon shook Wes's hand. "You and 
the wife leave tomorrow. Ten days in 
Florida. The trip's on me — " He stopped 
as if too overcome to go any further. 
Just then the door opened and a pho- 
tographer was aiming his camera at 
us and a flash bulb was going off in our 
faces. 

And I had thought it was over ! I 
can't describe the rest of the day — it 
went by in a blur. All T can remember 
is Wes repeating that we couldn't close 
up the store and Mac and Lorna saying 
that of course we could, that we'd be 
fools to pass up the opportunity of a 
lifetime. I remember talking to Mr. 
Claidon over the phone and saying we 
didn't know about West Palm Beach, 
and Mr. Claidon booming that we could 
choose any place we liked. 

"St. Petersburg," T said. Dad had 
always talked of retiring in St. Peters- 
burg, not that poor Dad had ever had 
much to retire from. So that was de- 
cided. Wes and I were taking the eleven 
o'clock plane for St. Petersburg. The 
children would be staying with Mac 
and Lorna. I stayed up until midnight 
packing. And all the time I kept think- 
ing, it can't be happening. It's too won- 
derful to be happening — 

The next morning there were TV 
camera men at the airport. Like Wes 
and T were celebrities or something. 
Somebody handed me a bouquet of 
flowers. Then W-CS and I were on the 
runway, and Lorna was shrilling not 
to worry ahout the kids, to have fun. 
And T kept blinking back my tears. It 
was the first time I'd ever been away 
from Michelle and Brucie. 

But they'd be all right. It was good 
of Lorna and Mac to keep them. Every- 
one was so good. The other passengers 
on the plane knew all about us. When 
our lunch was brought to us, we found 
a small loving cup on Wes's tray. On 
it was inscribed, "Fortune favors the 
brave." Wes mumbled for me to hide it, 
that he couldn't eat with it staring him 
in the face. T put it in my purse, telling 
myself I'd keep it forever as a souvenir 
of the most thrilling experience of mv 
life. 

WE CHANGED planes in 
Chicago, and on the second plane we 
didn't get any special treatment. In fact, 
nobody but the stewardess paid anv at- 
tention to us at all. By the time the 
plane landed in Tampa. I was feeling 
pretty lonesome. But a cousin of Mr. 
Claidon's met us at the airport and 
drove us in his big car to St. Peters- 



burg. He wanted to know about the 
fire, and in the excitement of telling it 
all again. I forgot to be homesick. Then 
I got to looking at the palm trees and 
the white, white sand and the blue, blue 
water, and 1 just had to keep pinching 
myself to make sure it was true. 

I gave myself a lot of pinches after 
that. As Wes kept saying, we were 
having a second honeymoon. And I kept 
thinking it was a hundred times better 
than that honeymoon trip we had made 
to a friend's lake cabin fifteen and a 
half years ago. when Wes and I had 
been just a couple of awkward, self- 
conscious kids. Love grows right along 
with you, and the love Wes and I had 
forged through the years was strong 
and tender, thrilling and comfortable all 
at the same time. 

Everyone was so friendly at the board- 
inghouse where we stayed. The people 
w ; e met at the park and at the dances 
were friendly. Wes and I didn't feel a 
bit out of place. We spent a lot of time 
in the sun, so we could go home with 
a tan. And almost before we knew it. 
our ten days were up, and Mr. Claidon's 
cousin was driving us back to the air- 
port. 

"We're coming back someday," Wes 
said to me as the plane took off. "When 
the kids are grown up and married, 
we'll come back every winter, and fish 
from the pier and play shufHeboard — " 
I'd agreed — sure, we'd come back. But 
I was thinking that Wes's "someday" 
was far in the future. And anyway, I 
didn't want to hurry time. It went by 
fast enough, anyway. If we could only 
go back next winter, I thought. Take 
the children during Christmas vaca- 
tion — 

But you have to have money to do 
things like that. Money that Wes and 
I didn't have, that we never would have. 
Our fabulous vacation was already in 
the past. Oh, we'd always have the mem- 
ory of it. But now we were returning 
to the hard work, the penny-pinching. 
Our moment of glory was over. 

I'm ashamed to say it, but the truth 
was that I felt a twinge of jealousy at 
the sight of Mac and Lorna. Lorna was 
wearing a fur coat, and they were 
driving a newer car. Mac had taken the 
best of the six jobs offered him, and 
they were living high. Wes and I had 
had the glamour and excitement of a 
vacation in the sun. But Lorna and 
Mac's good luck would go on indefi- 
nitely. 

It was a terrible way to feel, and I 
was all the more ashamed when I saw 
how excited they were to see us. In fact, 
they were too excited to talk. They just 
kept laughing to themselves as if they 
shared a huge joke we didn't know- 
about. "I hope this is your day off. 
Mac." I said, as we whizzed down the 
familiar streets that were bleak with 
winter. "We wouldn't want you to take 
time off to meet us." 

At this they both went into a gale of 
laughter. Wes grinned at me as he put 
his arm around my shoulder. He was so 
good. He'd never be guilty of any mean, 
petty thoughts. My love for him was 
making me a bigger person — I gazed 
out .it the drab streets. It was home. 
"'I can hardly wait to see the children !" 



I cried. And that sent Mac and Lorna 
into another wave of laughter. I just 
couldn't figure it out. 

B UTmy bewilderment changed 
to fear as we approached our store. All 
those people crowding the walk — 
"Something's happened!" I shrilled. 

"You bet something's happened!" 
Mac's words came out like an explosion. 
"Look — look !" 

I looked. But I couldn't believe it. 
That wasn't our shabby store front ! 
This one was all brick and gleaming 
glass. And an enormous sign jutting out 
at a right angle — "Wes and Viv's" — 
"Why, that's us," I whispered. "Wes, 
that's us P 

"Sure, it's you!" Lorna was laughing 
and crying all at once. "Mr. Claidon has 
had crews working night and day to 
get it done. He had to get special per- 
mission from the unions — " 

"And he rushed the building permit !" 
Mac had to tell it, too. "Just wait 'til 
you see!" 

"Don't tell it all !" Lorna was out of 
the car, tugging at my arm. "Let them 
see for themselves!" I had to hang on 
to Wes for support. Flash bulbs popping 
in my face — A microphone thrust in 
front of me — A young man asking me 
if I'd say a few words — 

"I can't," I whispered. "It's — too 
much." Then I was crying. Crying into 
the microphone, into the cameras, like 
a little kid who's had his faith in Santa 
Claus restored. So much — so much — 
Mr. Claidon was drying my eyes with 
his hankerchief, saying that this was 
just his way of saying thanks— saying 
that all the employees at his friendly 
furniture store were wishing us success 
and happiness — saying that it was peo- 
ple like W r es and me who made up the 
backbone of America. And I just stood 
there crying my heart out — My dreams 
had come true ! 

And I had entered wonderland. There 
was too much to realize all at once. 
Brucie wearing a new storm coat, hug- 
ging me while he clasped a new hockey 
stick and skates — Michelle looking 
adorable in her fur-trimmed coat — 
"And a whole closetful of dresses." she 
whispered to me. Friends and neighbors 
filling the store with their laughter — 
A store I didn't recognize. New- counters, 
new shelves lined with canned goods. 
A new cash register and adding ma- 
chine — And we hadn't seen it all, Lorna 
kept saying. Just wait until we went 
upstairs— 

Hordes of people trooped up after us. 
Wes gave a low whistle. I couldn't 
make a sound. A big window had been 
cut in the side of the wall, so the south 
light could stream in. There were richly 
textured drapes — lush off-white carpet- 
ing. The kind of furniture I had dreamed 
of — a gorgeous sofa. low. deep chairs. 
Lamps and pictures, a new TV set. T 
walked through the rooms in a daze. 

So much — A new panel truck, with 
"Wes. and Viv's Grocery" painted on 
the side. When we tried to express 
our gratitude to Mr. Claidon, he only 
laughed. "It's young couples like you 
who make America. As long as we have 
young men and women with pride in 
their homes and faith in the future, we 



need not fear. We'll always be strong." 

There was more of it. And it was all 
printed in the paper, along with the 
picture of me crying my heart out. Wes 
and I appeared on Claidon's Friendly 
Furniture Store commercial on televi- 
sion, and although I was scared to 
death, Lorna said I did fine. "You'll 
probahly get a night-club offer out of 
this," she added. And while I told her 
that was crazy, I found myself running 
to the mirror after she left, trying to 
imagine how I'd looked on TV. 

I had gotten my hair cut and set at 
the beauty shop for the occasion. And 
the new styling did a lot for me, it 
really did. It gave me a young, smart 
look. I wondered if I'd be able to fix 
it that way myself. With so many people 
streaming into the store, I had to look 
my best. 

Rich people came to our store 
now, friends of Mr. and Mrs. Claidon. 
Expensive foreign cars — gleaming lim- 
ousines lined along our block. The bright 
chatter of women talking about the 
symphony and the Junior League — and 
wasn't this store the cutest little thing? 
And, oh, how they bought ! Wes made 
a hurried trip to the market to replenish 
the stock of delicacies Mr. Claidon had 
put on our shelves. The original stock 
had been small, merely fronting the edge 
of the shelving. It has looked impressive, 
but that was all. 

But there wasn't time to think about 
minor disappointments. Wes and I were 
too rushed to think. I sat at my tiny- 
checkout counter, talking a blue streak 
as I sacked the fabulous orders. Talking 
about the fire, and how I had stumbled 
through the cold, protecting the baby 
inside my coat — Telling how Wes had 
forced the older boy to safety — "He 
wanted to run back in for his turtles," 
I'd say. "My husband had a terrible time 
with him." 

The boy had wanted to carry out his 
turtles. Wes had told me that. So there 
was no harm in adding it to my story. 
There was no harm in saying I had pro- 
tected the baby with my coat, although 
I couldn't remember whether I actually 
had or not. All those little details added 
drama. And like the newspaper report- 
ers, I was saying what people wanted 
to hear. 

And I was getting such a kick out 
of saying it. I had never before in my 
whole life been the center of attention. 
When I was small, other little girls had 
taken dancing lessons and appeared in 
recitals. In high school, the popular stu- 
dents had taken part in the class plays. 
Even my wedding had been undramatic " 
— Wes and I had simply gone to city 
hall. Now, as I talked so easily to the 
rich women who crowded our store, I 
was satisfying a hunger that I guess is 
as deep as the hunger for food and 
drink and air to breathe — the hunger 
to be noticed as someone special, with 
a certain quality that lifts you out of 
the faceless crush of humanity. The de- 
sire to be a Somebody is a part of in- 
stinct. And now I was Somebody, and 
I was dizzy with excitement. 

I kept on going to the beauty shop. 
After all, with business like it was, I 
could afford to spend a couple of dollars 



a week on my hair. 1 wore the darling 
slack outfits I had found in my closet — 
tight-fitting capris and silk blouses with 
"Viv" embroidered on the collar. I was 
in the store practically all the time — I 
was so afraid I'd miss something. I 
was glad that our new delivery service 
kept Wes gone so much. He was courte- 
ous to our wealthy customers, but he 
wasn't one to talk much. It was more 
fun to have the store to myself. 

During the brief lulls in 
trade, I'd fix my nails and massage lo- 
tion into my hands. I was so much more 
conscious of my skin now, so much 
more conscious of every phase of my 
appearance. But I was restless during 
these lulls. I wanted someone to talk 
to. It was in the middle of the third week 
of our fabulous hick that an unusually 
long lull was broken by the familiar 
tinkle of the bell. I looked up eagerly. 
But it was only Mrs. Tilden. who lived 
across the street. 

'"Do you have any ripe bananas, Viv ?" 
she asked. Mrs. Tilden always bought 
the ripest bananas because she got them 
cheaper. Once I had saved them out 
for her, but lately I hadn't had time to 
fool with little things like that. 

"I guess some of them are ripe," I 
said. "You can pick out the ones you 
want." I was getting off my stool. The 
bell was jingling again. A woman wear- 
ing a mink coat over slacks — a woman 
I hadn't seen before. Another wealthy 
customer. I leaned excitedly over the 
counter. "Good morning. I'm Viv — " 

"Hi, Viv." She was glancing at the 
crammed shelves. "I heard you had 
simply everything, but I couldn't be- 
lieve it. Imagine finding smoked ovsters 
in this neighborhood !" 

"We have caviar, too," I said hap- 
pily. "You just tell me what you want, 
and I'll find it. And if you like, you can 
have delivery service. My husband goes 
out twice a day to the lake district." 

Mrs. Tilden had turned her head and 
was giving ine a funny look. As if it 
should make any difference to her that 
we were delivering our big orders. She 
lived right across the street. Besides, 
she never bought more than a couple 
of dollars worth of groceries at a time. 
I couldn't help wishing she had chosen 
a different time to come in the store. 
She was wearing an old plaid mackinaw 
over her housedress, and her gray hair 
was scraggly and uncombed. She could 
have fixed herself up a little. There was 
no sense in giving the impression that 
we were in the slums. 

"How did you like Florida?" the new 
customer asked me. and I forgot Mrs. 
Tilden in the fun of comparing notes 
with a woman wearing mink. I reeled 
off the names of the places Wes and I 
had been. "A couple we met drove us 
to Sarasota," I said. "I just loved it. 
And imagine getting a tan in January. 
Mr. Claidon has done so much for us — 
so much more than we deserve." 

The woman smiled. "I wouldn't say 
that, Viv. To rush into a burning house 
and save a woman and three children — 
no matter what Luke Claidon did for 
you, it wouldn't be enough." 

"Well — " I was thinking that I hadn't 
actually gone in the house at all. But 



then, Wes had gone. "Mrs. Claidon 
wanted to change the baby," I said. 
"Only, of course, I wouldn't let her. I 
just wrapped the little thing up in my 
coat — " 

That was practically the way it had 
been. When you tell a story over and 
over, you make a few changes. You just 
can't help making them. I sat down on 
the stool to total up the big order. Just 
then Mrs. Tilden came up with the 
bananas. I hesitated, uncertain as to 
what to do. I hadn't started to ring up 
the rich woman's order. If she would 
suggest that Mrs. Tilden go ahead of 
her — 

But she didn't suggest it. Well. Mrs. 
Tilden would have to wait. It was her 
own fault, anyway, for taking forever 
to pick out a few bananas. But it made 
me nervous, having her standing there 
looking awkward and ill at ease. I rang 
up an extra ten cents on one item, so 
I had to subtract ten cents from the 
next. I had to wait while a check was 
written, then, because the woman had 
decided to take the order home with her, 
make two trips carrying the groceries 
out to the car. I was so cold and jittery 
that I didn't think of apologizing to 
Mrs. Tilden for keeping her waiting. 
I just rang up the bananas and put 
them in a sack. 

She walked out without a word, slam- 
ming the door so hard the new fixtures 
rattled. Mad— Well, I couldn't help 
it. The big orders had to come first. 
Wes and I couldn't stay in business on 
twenty-nine cents worth of bananas. 

BUT just the same, I couldn't 
help remembering that Mrs. Tilden had 
traded with us ever since we'd opened 
the store. The next day I kept looking 
for her to drop in for her coffee cream. 
T set aside a bunch of bananas for her. 
But she didn't come in. 

A lot of our old customers weren't 
coming in. And the ones who did come 
were different. They'd look around at 
our new. shining display cases, and 
they'd buy maybe a loaf of bread, and 
that would be all. The price of milk 
went up two cents all over town. But 
we heard a lot of grumbling — as if we 
were the only ones who had upped the 
price. "Fancy store, fancy prices," one 
woman snapped. Wes had waited on her. 
and I saw his mouth tighten. After the 
woman had slammed out, he turned and 
looked at me with such hurt in his eyes 
that my heart nearly broke. 

"What's wrong with them. Viv?" he 
asked slowly. "Why aren't they our 
friends any more?" 

"Most of them are our friends," I 
said stoutly. "A few are—" I had to say 
what I knew was the truth. "They're 
jealous, honey. They were all glad at 
first. But then they got to thinking it 
over, and wondering why all this good 
luck came our way." 

The hurt in Wes's eyes deepened. 
"But why should they resent someone 
else's luck? We haven't taken anything 
away from them." 

"I guess that's the way people are," 
I said thinly. Thinking that I was that 
way myself— that I'd been envious of 
Lorna's fur coat, of Mac's car. And they 
were my own relatives. If I could be 



so mean and petty, how could I expect 
more of others? And besides, I'd been 
acting — well, almost snippy. All the ex- 
citement had gone to my head. And how 
can you expect customers to stay loyal 
to a — a snob? 

I had time to think now. time to be 
ashamed. The golden gleam of our luck 
was starting to tarnish. Mr. Kent, who 
owned the store building, came over to 
talk to us. He talked and talked, but 
what it all boiled down to was the fact 
that he'd have to raise the rent. "I hate 
to do it," he said. "But my property 
taxes have shot up, and my insurance 
rates along with it. When several thou- 
sand dollars worth of improvements are 
put into a building, the assessment goes 
up. There's no way of getting around it." 

"No," Wes said, "I guess there isn't." 
His shoulders were sagging. For the 
first time in our marriage, he looked 
beat. To anyone as good as Wes, the 
knowledge of the world's pettiness comes 
as a terrible blow. And I knew he was 
wondering, as I was wondering, how 
we were going to do enough extra busi- 
ness to make up for the increase in the 
rent. 

The rich friends of the Claidons had 
practically deserted us. Now that the 
novelty had worn off, there was no 
reason for them to drive miles out of 
their way to trade with us. We took the 
smoked oysters and all the other deli- 
cacies off the shelves and stocked them 
in the basement. Our regular customers 
didn't go in for glazed nuts and exotic 
soups. And what we had to have were 
our regular customers, who had bought 
from us for years. 

Only we didn't get them. There was 
still the trickle of the curious. But you 
can't keep a grocery business going on 
that spotty kind of trade. We needed 
the folks who came in day after day. 
the folks who would stop and chat 
awhile, the ones we had regarded as our 
friends. But a housewife who doesn't 
mind running into the neighborhood 
store without bothering to fix up isn't 
going to feel the same about entering 
a plush, shiny place where some rich 
woman may look her over. There were 
some who were in awe of us now. There 
were plenty of others who were envious, 
who called me Mrs. Fancypants behind 
my back. And there were still others, 
like Mrs. Tilden. who my high-hat at- 
titude had driven away. Being sorry and 
ashamed didn't help matters. The ques- 
tion was, what were Wes and I going 
to do about it ? 

WE TRIED everything. We 
tried messing up the store a little, so 
it would look more homey. We painted 
our specials on the windows. I attended 
the meetings of the Girl Scout mothers. 
Wes invited a bunch of men over for 
poker. We got a few of our steady cus- 
tomers back. But there just weren't 
enough of them for us to make a profit. 

In February we broke even. But by 
March the last trickle of the curious was 
over with, and we went in the hole. We 
ate the delicacies we couldn't sell to our 
customers. Imagine eating caviar when 
you're sick with worry over making 
ends meet. It was the craziest thing I'd 
ever heard of. The whole thing had been 



crazy — The fire — The Florida trip. 

That was the cold, hard truth that 
Wes and I had to face. The whole thing 
had been a kind of stunt. Mr. Claidon 
had been sharp enough to see that he 
could reward us in a splashy way that 
would mean valuable publicity for him. 
When you came right down to it, Wes 
and I hadn't done anything worthy of 
a reward. We had known that in the 
beginning. But we had let others turn 
our heads with excited hopes, twist our 
sense of values. 

We had listened to Mac and Lorna, 
when we should have listened to our 
own common sense. They had helped 
push us into this situation, but now they 
weren't around to help pick up the 
pieces. Mac had gotten huffy when Wes 
asked for a little money on their account. 
And since then they'd stayed away. 

Wes tried to smooth it over by saying 
that Mac just didn't realize we weren't 
rolling in money. Even if we had been, 
we would still have had the right to ask 
for what was due us. I mean, how 
crazy can people get? 

They can get plenty crazy. The pay- 
off came in April, right after Easter. 
There had been some funny looking 
characters hanging around the store, 
and Wes had gotten permission to buy a 
gun. We knew the whole city still had 
the notion we were making money hand 
over fist. Didn't we have the grandest 
neighborhood grocery in town? Weren't 
we driving our new white panel truck, 
with "Wes and Viv's" splashed all over 
it? How- could we help but be making 
money ? 

As Wes said, we were ripe for a hold- 
up. He had stopped bowling so he 
wouldn't have to leave me alone in the 
store at night. I had a hunch that the 
pleasure had gone out of bowling one 
night a week, anyway. Our few simple 
pleasures were gone, and there were 
no new ones to take their place. In- 
stead we had the grinding worry of 
how were we going to stay in business. 

The night it happened, Wes had 
talked cheerfully. Business always 
picked up in the spring. Families would 
take a drive, and then stop for ice 
cream and soft drinks. I began to feel 
a little hopeful myself. There's so much 
going on in the world. People forget 
what's gone before. If we could get 
through the next month or so, we'd be 
able to get back on our feet. 

XHEN, right before closing 
time, it happened. Wes was in the back 
room checking the locks when the three 
teen-age boys came in. I smiled at them. 
I like kids, and at first glance these 
three seemed to be typical teen-agers. 
Then I felt my smile disappear and fear 
chill my spine. The way they were 
looking at me. with eyes as hard as 
agates, their faces tight with the merci- 
less cruelty of youth. "Okay," one of 
them said, "let's have it Keep your lip 
buttoned, and hand it over." 

"You — mean — the money ?" My shrill, 
shaky question jolted them into action. 
The one who had spoken was behind 
the counter, wrenching my arms behind 
my back. "I got a knife here, lady — I 
can fix you up so you won't like looking 
at yourself — Paralyzed with terror, I 
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You'll find these interesting health, 
beauty, am body care items at your 
drug, variety, and department stores. 



GIVE your eyes new depth with 
Helena Rubinstein's new Fashion 
Cake Eye Liner. Applied with a wet 
brush, this cake-form eye liner is easy 
to use and dries to a matte finish. 
Fashion Cake Eye Liner serves a 
double purpose — may also be used as 
eye shadow and won't cake or flake. 
Available in six fashion-coordinated 
colors, the eye liner is $1.50, plus tax. 
Sable eye liner brush is $1.00, plus tax. 



• • • 



Keep your hair well under control 
with new Pinaud Tonic Cream Hair 
Spray for hard-to-hold hair. Now, in 
an introductory offer, you can get the 
giant 15-ounce economy size, a $2.50 
value, for 99c. Use it for both hair 
control and wave set, then let those 
breezes blow! 



Hoief Bishop presents two new 
products for a "glowier" complexion. 
Creme "n Powder, the all-in-one 
make-up in a tube, combines fluffy 
creme foundation with the finishing 
touch of powder. Available in seven 
skin-flattering shades, Creme 'n Pow- 
der looks and feels exquisitely sheer. 
34-ounce tube is $1.00, plus tax. To 
perk up your complexion with a pink 
glow of radiance, Fresh "n Bright is 
the easiest, most natural-looking way. 
Totally unlike rouge, Fresh 'n Bright 
blends evenly and smoothly, with never 
a line of demarcation. In three shades. 
Fresh 'n Bright is 69c and $1.00, plus 
tax. 



• • * 



Mending fabrics need no longer be 
expensive or a tedious task. Devcon 
Patch, a fabric mender in a tube, re- 
pairs rips, tears, cigarette burns, and 
moth holes easily and neatly. Just ap- 
ply Devcon Patch to the patch and the 
garment and let it dry. No ironing! 
Use it for appliques and decorations, 
too. 69c a tube. 



• • • 



Heal burns and relieve skin irrita- 
tion and insect bites with Bonne Bell's 
Cool Gel, a soothing amber gelatin in 
a convenient tube. Containing benzo- 
caine, a well-known pain reliever, 
cooling Cool Gel is perfect for those 
little emergencies at home or on va- 
cation. Four ounces are $1.75. 



saw one of them scooping the bills out 
of the register while the third one stood 
guard. My only coherent thought was 
the desperate wish that Wes would stay 
in the back. Let them take the money — 

The one who was standing guard 
whirled, and I heard Wes's roar. The 
knife blade flashed in front of ray eyes, 
and my captor yelled, "One move, and 
she gets it!" The sound of footsteps 
running — the knife dropping, hands re- 
leasing me — I was crumpled on the 
floor, while the world shattered into one 
explosive blast — 

Wes had shot the boy who had held 
nie at knife point. There was the horror 
of thinking he had killed him. Wes 
rode along to the hospital in the am- 
bulance, pushing his way to the curb 
through the crowd of the curious who 
can appear at any hour of the day or 
night when there is something going 
on. And as I saw their faces, condemn- 
ing in the white arc of our flashy neon 
sign, and heard the noisy explanations 
that the kid was from the neighborhood 
—only sixteen years old— I knew that 
Wes and I had reached the end of the 
line. 

[ had learned more about life in the 
past three months than I had ever 
learned in all my previous thirty-six 
years. I had learned more than Wes 
had. But maybe that was because I 
wasn't as good a person in the begin- 
ning. Wes didn't know what it was to 
he envious. But I did. And so the 
wave of hate against us was easier for 
me to understand. 

The papers played it up — "Ex-hero 
Shoots Teen-ager!" What kind of a 
heading is that ? Could anything have 
been more unfair ? Those kids had 
been robbing us ! The one Wes shot 
had threatened to cut me up. If his two 
companions hadn't turned tail, he would 



block beyond the bus line, and every 
evening I'd walk to meet Mom, starting 
so early in my eagerness to have her 
home that I'd sometimes have to wait 
for three or four buses before she finally 
came. 

I'd run and throw my arms around 
her. She'd kiss me, and as we walked 
home, she'd tell me about her day. Everv 
little thing she told me was interesting 
to me — how much cash she took in, the 
woman who started hollering because 
she thought she had been shortchanged. 
She even told me, sometimes, about some 
man trying to date her. We'd laugh to- 
gether about that. We both knew how 
it had been between her and Daddy, 
right until the moment he died with the 
words, "Alice, dear," on his lips. We 
knew there'd never be another man for 
her. 

I'd have the supper ready, but in the 
morning she'd prepare breakfast so I 
could fuss with myself, getting ready for 
school. 

"You can't disappoint the boys.'' she'd 
say with a laugh. 

She seemed to think that all the boys 
in school were crazy about me. and it 



have done it. But people weren't in- 
terested in all that. What they were 
interested in was the fact that a man 
who had gotten his head swelled over 
his golden streak of luck was so darned 
anxious to hang onto every cent that 
he shot down sixteen-year-old father- 
less kids who lived right in the neigh- 
borhood. 

)W it was the boy s mother 
who was written up in the paper, saying 
how she was a poor widow who had 
never expected any breaks, but who 
just wanted to bring her children up 
right. I don't supjtose she ever said 
such a thing. But papers know what 
their readers want. The reporters even 
got Mr. Claidon in on it. and quoted 
him as saying he was "terribly disap- 
pointed." Whether he really said tin* 
or not. I don't know. But it didn't really 
matter by then. 

Wes was so shaken up over the 
shooting that he nearly had a break- 
down. T could have scared him into 
dropping that knife," he said over and 
over. "I didn't think — " 

He hadn't really thought the morning 
he rushed into that big mansion and 
helped save those three children. He 
had just done it He hadn't deserved 
any special credit for that, any more 
than he deserved the condemnation for 
pulling out his gun and shooting. In a 
crisis, you act first and think later. 
But nobody cared about that. They just 
condemned Wes. 

We moved out that month. We had 
to. There wasn't a chance of selling 
the business. We took the stock, in- 
cluding all the pickled onions and the 
caviar, and our fancy furniture. The 
carpeting and all the built-ins had to 
he left. We sold the white truck and 
used the money to pay down on a small 



was just a question of my choosing be- 
tween them. I'd laugh and pretend she 
was right. What was the use of telling 
her that mostly I walked along the halls 
alone, except for a couple of girl friends 
who weren't much, that nobody in school 
paid the slightest attention to me? Not 
a single boy had ever asked me for a 
date. 

Mom looked at me with loving eyes, 
and I guess to her my cuteness — because 
that was all it was — took on the glow of 
beauty. I was small and well -curved. 
My freckled nose turned up, and my blue 
eyes were round and kind of surprised 
looking. My hair was thick and reddish- 
blond, with a bit of natural curl. Maybe 
if I'd felt surer of myself — if I'd bubbled 
instead of keeping my high spirits bot- 
tled up inside me — the other kids would 
have noticed and liked me. But the years 
when my dying father was my only com- 
panion had left me shy and awkward. 

Still, I wasn't unhappy or really lonely 
till Mom went on night shift, from four 
till midnight. She had worked for Mr. 
Raleigh for years, and she explained to 
me how it was. 

"He's getting along in years, and he 



grocery -tore in a town a hundred miles 
south of the city. \\ e call our new 
store "The Little Grocery" and our 
customers seem to understand that We^ 
and I are just little people who are 
working hard for what they get. 

Mac and Lorna are our friends again. 
Mac had lost his big-paying job the 
day before the holdup. As long as he 
had to lose it I'm glad he lost it that 
day so he couldn't put the blame on the 
shooting. We don't see much of them — 
they're still in the city — but at least 
there's no hard feeling>. I still think 
they could have paid us what they owed 
when they were riding high but I don't 
say anything to Wes about it. I don't 
want any quarreling over relatives. 
They're only human like everybody 
else. 

I keep the loving cup that Wes wa.s 
given on the plane in a drawer. Every 
once in a while I take it out and read 
the motto "Fortune Favors the Brave." 
I know now what bravery is. Bravery 
is made up of the small humdrum tasks, 
the constant plugging. That's real brav- 
ery. That's the kind of bravery that is 
rewarded with respect. 

And the respect and admiration that 
are earned don't turn your head. It's 
the sudden golden streak of luck that 
swells your ego and makes you eager 
tor the spotlight. At least, that's what it 
did to me. I got the crazy notion that 
life was one big bubble and that I was 
fate's darling. Instead of trying to 
overcome the human resentment that 
others have when someone else gets 
the breaks. I fostered it. So how can 
I blame others for what happened, 
when I was so much to blame myself? 

Wes was right all along. The suc- 
cess that is reached through hard work 
is the only kind that counts. Believe 
me. I know that now. . thk km> 



has to take it ea>ier. I'm the only cashier 
working for him he will trust to run 
things at night when he isn't there. So 
it's an honor that he's asked me to work 
nights, honey, and besides, it means a 
nice raise. We're going to need more 
money so you can have the nice things a 
girl should have when she starts dating." 
She smiled fondly at me. "Dating's only 
around die corner for you. whether you 
realize it or not." 

I couldn't hide my dismay. I wasn't 
thinking about dating right then. All I 
was thinking was of how lonely it would 
he with Mom working six nights a week. 

She put an arm around my waist. 
"Mot every mother could trust a girl 
your age to be alone in the evenings,'' 
she said. "I'm proud that I can trust 
you.' - I knew she was trying to make 
me feel better, and in a way I did. She 
went on to tell me how careful I must be 
not to open the door at night. "And you 
can telephone the Harpers if anything 
ever happens to frighten you," she told 
me. 

"I'll be all right. Mom," I choked out. 
because I didn't want to make her un- 
happy. I'd have to be plenty frightened to 
call the Harpers. I thought. They were 
our nearest neighbors, a grim-faced, 
elderly couple who had never tried to be 
friendly. They'd always acted as though 



Open House for the Boys 
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Daddy's sickness were a sin, though they 
went to church all the time and. I sup- 
pose, considered themselves good Chris- 
tians. 

AFTER Mom started working 
nights, I tried to keep my spirits up, 
but it was no use. Lots of nights I cried 
from loneliness. If School had been any 
tun. it would have been different. But 
with only a couple of creepy girl friends, 
as left out of things as I was, 1 was 
miserable there, too. If only a miracle 
would happen and some boy would no- 
tice me ! If I could date one or two 
nights a week. I wouldn't mind the other 
nights at all. I could see myself at a 
party, gay and laughing, surrounded by 
people. Not lonely at all. I could see a 
boy, a special boy, looking into my eyes, 
touching my cheek with a rough-gentle 
band, and telling me I was the most. 

Dreams, silly daydreams — and then 
one day it happened. It was Saturday 
afternoon, and I'd walked to the bus with 
Mom. 1 was just turning in the gate 
when a car rattled along behind me. I 
could tell w ithout looking that it was a 
kid's car, and instinctively I looked 
around. Sure enough, it was a cut-down 
job with no top. There were two hoys 
and a girl in it. The boys were juniors 
in the same school I went to. I knew 
them by sight, but not by name. I knew 
ihe girl, though. She was Gale Wisdom, 
,i soph like myself. Not that we were 
friends, of course. She was a real live 
wire — the kind of girl who would be 
cruising around with two hovs all to 
herself. 

The car slowed, and one of the boys 
whistled, I felt my whole body flush with 
embarrassment, ft was a warm fall day. 
and all I was wearing was shorts and 
a halter. As I've already said. I'm the 
-mall-boned, curvy type, and all I could 
think of now was my legs and bosom. 
Ours was a very quiet street, or 1 
wouldn't have gone out that way. Quick- 
ly. I got through the gate and closed it 
behind me. 

"Hi, Beth!" Gale called. "You live 
out here"-" 

So she knew my name, anyway. 
"Yes." I said, nodding my head vigor- 
ously because I couldn't think of any- 
thing else to say. 

"How about taking a little ride with 
us ?** one of the boys said. 

"Oh. I couldn't," I said. "I mean — " 
I was so excited and confused I didn't 
know what I meant. 

"You can tell your mother we'll have 
you back in a half-hour," he said. 

"Th — that's the trouble. My mother 
isn't here," I explained. "She's just left 
lor work. She — she works till midnight." 
I added, just tor something to say. 

"Your dad around?" 

"No. He's — not living." 

There was a silence, and then the boy 
said, "You mean you're all alone here 
till midnight?" 

I nodded my head. 

"Then come on — hop in. There's noth- 
ing to keep you from taking a ride." 

"I'd — better not." I said. "I'm not 
dressed, and — " 

"We'll come in and wait while you 
put on something." he said. 

"Sure," Gale said and jumped out 



of the car. Before I knew it, all three 
kids were in the house with me. Gale 
followed me into my bedroom, where I 
slipped on a skirt and blouse. 

"Ski really goes for you," Gale said, 
lighting a cigarette. I was nervous about 
her smoking in the house, because I 
knew Mom wouldn't approve, but I 
wasn't so nervous my mind didn't catch 
on the lioy's name and wonder about it. 
"Ski Xelson," Gale said. ""He's a real 
big man around school, in case you 
didn't know. The other guy's mine." she 
went on. "Pete Spencer." 

YYe went back to the living room, and 
both boys were smoking, too. I'd have 
to remember to air the house out good. 
Not that I wanted to deceive Mom. I'd 
tell her some kids had dropped by. and 
I'd gone for a ride— she'd love it that 
I'd had some fun. But she was old-fash- 
ioned, like most mothers. She might 
think they weren't very nice if she knew 
they smoked, and she'd be worried about 
me. 

"You got any good records?" Pete 
asked. He was looking at the little 
record player Mom had nought me for 
my birthday. 

"I'm afraid not," I said. Mom hail 
bought me a couple of albums when she 
got the record player, but I knew these 
kids would think they were corny. 

"That's all right," Ski said. "We can 
hring over some of our own records 
next time." 

Next time. The words seemed to ex- 
plode inside of me. There was going to 
be a next time — this wasn't just an ac- 
cident ! 

"This is a cute little place," Ski went 
on. "I guess you and your boy friend 
have it pretty cozy here in the evenings, 
all by yourselves." 

My cheeks felt as if they were being 
seared. I wanted to say that I didn't 
even have a boy friend, but 1 couldn't 
get a word out. 

"Man. what a setup," Gale said. 
"Every time Pete and I park for a min- 
ute, I'm afraid we're going to get picked 
up. You've really got it made, kid." 

WE ALL left the house then. 
Pete and Gale got in the back seat of the 
car. I climbed in beside Ski. We were 
off with a roar, and soon we were out 
in the country. Out of the corner of my 
eye I saw that Pete and Gale were all 
cuddled up. 

"How chummy are you and this Imjv 
friend of yours?" Ski asked me. ""Going 
steady?" 

I could tell him now. "I don't have a 
1m>v friend." 

"Oh, no?" He gave me a pleased grin 
and reached out a big arm. As if he were 
moving a doll, he pulled me over against 
him. For the very first time in my life 
I was riding along snuggled up against 
a boy. And what a boy! I'd never even 
dared to dream of such a gorgeous guy. 
He was big, with blond hair and blue 
eyes and real nice features. He was full 
of fun and up on everything— the latest 
songs, the latest slang and jokes. He 
seemed to have money, too, because 
when we stopped at a drive-in, he in- 
sisted on paying for everybody's coke. 

After the drive-in he pulled the car 
off the road. Gale and Pete started some 



real heavy smooching now, but I forgot 
all about them as Ski put his arm around 
my shoulder and slowly drew me up 
against him. When he put his hand at 
the back of my head and started to draw 
my face up to his. I thought my heart 
was going to burst out of my chest, the 
way it was thudding. He was going to 
kiss me, and scared as I was, 1 had no 
will to try to get away from him. 

All of a sudden there was a movement 
in the back seat. "Break it up." Pete 
said urgently. "The cops — " 

With a muttered, "Darn," Ski let me 
go and turned to the wheel. He pre- 
tended to be studying something on the 
dashboard as a highway patrol car 
cruised slowly by. 

"Anvthing wrong?" one of the officers 
yelled.' 

"No. I guess not," Ski said, starting 
the car, 

"Okay, get going !" the patrolman 
yelled back. 

"Darned cops — they won't let you 
park anywhere for a minute," Ski grum- 
bled. Pete and Gale joined in Ski's com- 
plaints. I was burning with shame, but 
kind of excited, too. For the first time 
1 was like other teen-agers. I knew what 
it was like to feel pushed around by 
adults. I'd never felt that way before, 
because I'd never done anything like 
other kids. 

"Why don't they go out and catch a 
bank robber, or something, instead of 
picking on us ?" I added my voice to the 
others. When they all laughed in ap- 
proval, I had a wonderful feeling of be- 
ing a part of them, of being voung and 
alive. 

"I'll see you soon," Ski told me huski- 
ly when he dropped me off at my house. 
Pete and Gale called friendly good-bys 
as 1 ran up the path. When I reached 
the front door, I turned and waved gaily. 

" Good -by ! See you soon!" I yelled. 

I was so excited I couldn't eat the 
stew that I was supposed to warm up for 
supper. I didn't want Mom to know I 
hadn't eaten, though, so I did a very 
w icked thing. I w rapped up a portion of 
the stew and put it into the garbage can. 
I'd been brought up to think of waste as 
a sin. But what else could I do. I de- 
fended myself. 

I had decided not to tell Mom about 
my new friends, you see. At first, I'd 
felt that I could hardly wait to tell her. 
but when I'd thought it over I'd realized 
that I couldn't tell her the whole story. 
I couldn't tell her about the police yelling 
at us, for instance, and I couldn't tell 
her about Ski putting his arm around me 
and almost kissing me. And if I started 
holding back things, I was likely to get 
all mixed up. Besides, she might decide 
she didn't even want me taking a ride 
with kids she didn't know. No, I w ouldn't 
say anything for now. I'd wait till I 
knew Ski and the others better — till 1 
could tell her more about them, and per- 
haps arrange for her to meet them. 

At school Monday, Gale greeted me 
with a warm, "Hi, Beth," and intro- 
duced me to two girls she was with. 
They were pretty, well-dressed girls 
named Jean and Roz. As we stood there 
in the hall, talking together, every boy 
that passed gave us the eye. Some 
stopped to talk, and again I was intra- 



duced. There was no doubt about it — I 
was in ! 

I DIDN'T see much of Ski, be- 
cause he was a junior, but he yelled a 
greeting across the schoolyard at noon. 
He and some boys were piling into his 
car. evidently to have lunch at some 
drive-in. 

A couple of days passed before Ski 
went out of his way to look me up. "I 
just wanted to let you know 1 hadn't 
forgotten you, honey," he said. "You 
haven't forgotten nie, have you ?" 

"No," I told him breathlessly. 

■"We'll get together real soon, doll." 
he said. Then he strode away and joined 
some junior boys. I could understand 
that at school he wanted to be with his 
own classmates. I wondered if he meant 
he was going to ask me for a date before 
long If he did, I'd have to ask Mom if 
I could go. She'd let me, I decided. I 
was almost sixteen. Most girls my age 
had been dating for a year, at least. 

Taking me out wasn't what Ski had 
had in mind, though. About eight o'clock 
on Friday night I heard a commotion 
outside, then there was a pounding on 
the door. At first I was frightened, then 
1 recognized Gale's laughter and Ski's 
voice. "Hey, open up — you've got com- 
pany !" 

So surprised I hardly knew what I 
was doing, I opened the door. And in 
trooped so many kids 1 couldn't count 
them at the time. Later I knew there 
were seven of them. Counting Ski and 
myself as a couple, there were four 
couples. 

"We're gonna have a party ! We're 
gonna have a party !" Pete sang, and he 
began to prance around the room, wav- 
ing a carton of beer. The other kids 
fell into step, forming sort of a conga 
line. A couple of the boys, were holding 
up cartons of beer, and the girls had 
potato chips or record albums. "We're 
gonna have a party — " Ski got me by the 
waist and pulled me into the line. 

And all of a sudden something came 
over me. AH thought of Mom, and how 
she'd disapprove of the boys drinking 
beer in her house, ran right out of my 
mind. I felt as if I'd been drinking my- 
self. I just went wild with excitement. 
This was a surprise party— a surprise 
party for me ! My friends actually 
thought that much of me. 

"We're gonna have a party! We're 
gonna have a party !" Now I was 
chanting as loudly as anyone. I was 
prancing and swaying, and Ski's hand at 
my waist was sending thrills all through 
me. 

Finally the line broke up. "Let's put 
on some records!" Pete shouted. The 
girls — Gale and Jean and Roz — had all 
brought records, the very latest hits. 
They stacked them up on my little rec- 
ord player, and now the wild beat of 
rock 'n' roll added to my excitement. 

The boys opened the beer. I could 
have gotten myself a coke from the 
frig, but I didn't. "Sure my girl drinks 
beer," Ski said proudly, and do you 
think I'd have let him down ? 

"I don't know how to swing." I had to 
admit, when he wanted me to dance. 

"Sure, you do," he said. And some- 
how, with him holding my hands and 



the beer making me feel as if I could fly 
if I wanted to, I found myself swinging 
right along with the others. I hadn't 
known it was possible to have so much 
fun. 

After a while I began to get worried, 
though. We had no neighbors on one 
side, and a vacant lot stood between us 
and the Harpers. Still, the kids were 
creating a regular bedlam now. I 
couldn't risk Mom finding out about this 
party. I knew it wasn't the kind of party 
she'd approve of. She was old-fashioned 
and just wouldn't understand that this 
was the way kids had fun these days. I 
was just getting ready to ask Ski if he 
could quiet things down when I no- 
ticed that they had quieted by them- 
selves. Someone had turned off most of 
the lights, too. I could barely make out 
Pete and Gale in the big arm chair in 
the corner. She was on his lap, and — 

"Come on, baby. Let's find us a cozy 
spot," Ski whispered in my ear. His arm 
was around me, and in a daze I let him 
lead me to a corner of the sofa. There 
was another couple in other corner, but 
somebody had turned off another lamp, 
and it was so dark now I couldn't see 
who it was. Ski's arms were around me, 
his mouth was on mine. My heart was 
rocking with the excitement of mv first 
kiss. 

But then I had to pull my mouth 
awav from his. I had to whisper. "No, 
Ski." Please— " 

He laughed softly. "All right, baby." 
He nuzzled my ear and whispered softly, 
"You really are a baby, aren't you? 
Well, leave it to Big Daddy — he'll see 
that you grow up — 

I was kind of frightened by his last 
remark, but from then on he behaved 
himself, so soon I felt myself relaxing. 
He just held me very gently, and let his 
lips stray over my face and throat. He 
whispered sweet, adoring words that 
made me feel like the most beloved per- 
son in the world. I knew that in different 
parts of the room the other couples were 
clinging to each other just as lovingly, 
and it didn't seem wrong. 

"'This is what we were born for," Ski 
was whispering, and I knew he was 
right. 

SO SOON I could hardly be- 
lieve it, the hall clock struck eleven. 

"Ski, my mother will be home in a 
little over an hour. She — she mustn't 
know you kids have been here," I told 
him. 

"Of course not," he said. Then he 
raised his voice. ''Hey, you lovers, break 
it up. We've got to straighten this place 
up before Beth's old lady gets home." 

A boy groaned, and a girl giggled. 
"Yeah, it would be silly to kill the goose 
that lays the golden egg — " 

Lights were snapped on. Ski managed 
what he called the "mopping up opera- 
tions." And he managed them so well 
that inside a half-hour you'd never have 
known I'd had even a single guest. Beer 
cans were put back in the cartons, ciga- 
rette butts emptied into paper bags, and 
all were taken out to the cars. I ran the 
vacuum while Gale opened the windows 
and doors to let in the fresh air. Pillows 
were plumped up, ringer marks wiped 
off the furniture. I felt guilty that I was 



deceiving my mother, yet there was an 
exciting, conspiratorial feeling, too, in 
being part of a crowd of teen-agers that 
was working together for a mutual aim. 
I was one of the gang. 

The kids made me feel plenty impor- 
tant, too, as they said their good-bys. 
"Thanks for a real cool evening, Beth." 
That was Pete. 

"The hostess with the mostest." an- 
other kid called me. 

Ski lingered a moment after the others 
were gone. He put his hand under my 
chin and raised my lips to his. He gave 
me a soft kiss, then he said soberly, 
"Better check everything again, doll- 
baby, to be sure your mother doesn't 
find anything wrong. I wouldn't want 
the gang to lose this setup, and I 
wouldn't want to lose you." 

I did as he said. Only now that I was 
alone, my feeling of guilt was a lot 
worse. Mom and I had always been so 
close. I loved her so much, and she was 
working hard to keep up a home for 
me. How wrong it was of me to turn 
that home into a "party pad," as one of 
the kids had called it. I almost made up 
my mind to tell her when she came 
home. 

Then 1 began to think of what Ski had 
said — he wouldn't want to lose this setup 
for his friends. He'd said he wouldn't 
want to lose me, either, but he'd said 
the two almost as if they were one. I 
knew he'd figure I was a baby — a 
Mama's little girl — if I ended all this 
for us, I thought of his arms around me 
in the dark — the sweetness of his lips. 
And I thought of how all the kids 
treated me as if I were someone won- 
derful — almost a leader. I couldn't go 
back to being nobody. Besides — 

Besides, I've never had any tun like 
other girls. I burn with shame now 
when I recall how I ended up trying to 
justify myself. When other girls had 
been starting to date, I'd been nursing 
my father. 1 couldn't go any place, 
couldn't have anyone in. If it hadn't 
been for that, I'd have gotten off on the 
right foot in high school — I wouldn't 
have had to seek popularity — it would 
have come to me on my own terms. 

Yes, I actually ended up putting the 
blame for what I was doing on my poor 
dead father. And T did such a good job 
of convincing myself that my conscience 
bothered me less and less as time went 
on. I was one of the most popular girls 
in school now. Oh. maybe not with the 
big brain element, or the kids who went 
in for a lot of school activities, but that 
didn't bother me. T had my own crowd 
— the fun crowd- — and it kept growing as 
word got around there were no chap- 
erons. A couple of times a week we'd 
throw a real blast. 

I was scared the night a couple of 
new boys showed up with a bottle of 
whisky. They passed it around, and it 
seemed to go to everyone's head a lot 
faster than the beer. I took a sip myself 
when Ski coaxed me to, but it almost 
made me sick. The other girls didn't 
seem to like it. either, but the boys had 
no trouble getting it down. 

"Fire water heap good." Pete said, 
smacking his lips. Then he began to do 
an Indian dance around the room, and 
pretty soon we all joined in. Oh, it was 
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fun, but T was worried. Things seemed 
in be getting out of hand. The boys were 
scuffling around now, and they finally 
upset a table. I caught the lamp just in 
time. 

"Ski," I said, giving him a frantic 
look. I loved him then, for the way he 
took charge. "All right, you guys, sim- 
mer down," he ordered. "I don't intend 
to have my girl friend's house wrecked." 

His girl friend — oh. what sweet 
words. The kids got quieter then, and 
after a while most of the lights were 
turned off. Ski and I began to snuggle — 

He was getting awfully hard to man- 
age. I had to keep pushing his hands 
away. But they wouldn't stay away. 

"You've got to stop teasing me like 
this," he whispered hoarsely. "Isn't there 
some room where we can be alone ?" 

"No," 1 told him. "No. Ski. I just 
can't." 

''Everyone else does. Why should we 
be different?'" 

"They don't," I said. "I'm sure they 
don't. The girls wouldn't." 

"Look around you." he urged. 

I shook my head. 1 didn't want to look. 
I was afraid of what I would see. If I 
didn't see it, I didn't have tn believe it. 
I told myself. 

WHEN Mom came home. I 
had anxious moments, and when I was 
with her in the mornings and on her 
days off. What if we should slip up in 
some way? I wasn't just afraid of being 
found out — I was afraid of hurting her. 
too. And. oh, she would be so terribly 
hurt if she found out how I'd been de- 
ceiving her. 

I got to be a nervous wreck from 
worry. And one Sunday morning it hap- 
pened. Mom came out of the bathroom 
holding a cigarette butt between her 
Fingers. Her small face, that was so 
like my own, was set in anxious lines. 

"I found this in the bathroom w^aste- 
basket," she said. "What does it mean. 
Beth ? I want the truth. Have you had a 
boy in the house while I've been at 
work? More than once I've thought I 
smelted smoke. Then I figured it was 
clinging to mv clothes, from the bus 
ride—" 

My mind went blank with shock. I 
stood there dumbly, staring at that butt 
in her hand. Was it all going to end 
like this — no more fun, no more being 
somebody, Mom all broken up. and 
probably not letting me have anything 
more to do with Ski — 

No, I had to think of something — 
anything — 

And out it came, the Big Lie. "I'm 
sorry, Mom. I know you don't want me 
to smoke. But since I've been alone in 
the evenings it — it sort of keeps me 
company. I'll give it up, though — " 

Her dear face just crumpled. "Oh. Hiy 
poor baby, don't feel ashamed." she said. 
"I understand, and ['m sorry things have 
to be the way they are for you." She 
took me in her arms, and I felt her tears 
on my cheek. I began to cry, too, from 
love and guilt, and all the pent-up emo- 
tions of the last few weeks. We consoled 
each other. I promised not to smoke any 
more. And in my heart I made a reso- 
lution. 

I was going to stop turning my moth- 



er's home into a party pad for a bunch I 
of wild kids. That was what they were. 
1 admitted to myself. I didn't include 
Ski, of course. I knew by now he didn't ' 
have a happy home life, with his parents 
battling all the time, so that explained 
why he tried to have what fun he could. 
But we'd both be better off without the 
rest of the gang, and 1 had a feeling I 
could make him see that. 

Anyway, seeing how upset my mother 
was, just at the idea of my smoking, I 
knew I was through doing anything be- 
hind her back. Monday I'd tell Ski just 
how I felt. We were so close now I 
wasn't afraid to talk to him. 

He still didn't pay much attention to 
me at school. He'd explained that the 
guys would kid him for going after a 
sophomore. But when I went up to him 
Monday noon, he gave me one of his 
cute grins. 

"How's my girl ?" he whispered. 

"Fine." I told him. Then I blurted 
out. "Ski. we've got to stop the parrying 
at my house." I told him about Mom and 
the cigarette butt. He listened, frown- 
ing slightly. Then he put his hand on 
my arm. right there in the main corridor, 
and he said, "Sure, Beth, we'll knock it 
off if it's upsetting you that much. I 
already arranged a little blast for to- 
morrow night, hut that'll be the last. 
Okay ?" 

What could I say but, "Okay." 

Well, it didn't turn out to he a little 
blast. It was Pete's birthday, and the 
kids had worked up a real party — re- 
freshments and plenty of beer, a stack 
of new records. I couldn't get in the 
party spirit, though. I was too nervous. 
Ski took me in his aims, and I tried to 
dance, but I couldn't even keep step or 
relax. 

THEN I found out that Ski 
hadn't taken me seriously when I'd told 
him that this had to be the last party at 
mv house. That's whv he'd taken it so 
well. 

"Hey, relax," he said, when he saw 
how nervous I was. "I told the guys to 
watch their butts tonight — told them if 
anybody got careless, we wouldn't be 
able to party here again — " 

"We can't, anyway. This has to be the 
very last time," I told him. 

He pulled me closer. "You don't mean 
that, baby." 

"T do," I told him frantically. I — 

I only had time to notice how he was 
scowling, then there was a loud commo- 
tion at the door. While I was wondering 
what to do, someone threw the door 
open and in charged a mob of kids. I 
recognized them right away as the 
roughest element in school. Mickey Fair 
was their leader. He was a short boy 
with a bull-like body and an ugly leer 
on his knife-scarred face. He'd been in 
lots of trouble, and it was as plain as it 
could be that he was looking for trouble 
now. 

"'So this is the party pad I've been 
hearing about," he said, looking around. 
"All right, boys and girls, have your- 
selves a time !" he shouted at the kids 
who had come with him. He was daring 
anyone to try to stop them. 

I was scared half to death, but I man- 
aged to speak up. "I'll have to ask you 
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to leave, please. The — the party was just 
breaking- up, anyway — " 

"You got it all wrong, chick," he told 
me tauntingly. "The party's just getting 
started." 

I turned frantically to Ski. "Make 
them get out, Ski." I whispered. "You 
and your friends — " 

He shook his head. "Those guys are 
real rough. We wouldn't have a chance 
against them." 

"You could try — " 

"Why should we?" he said challenge 
ingly. "You're kicking us out after to- 
night, anyway." 

My heart seemed to fall into the pit of 
my stomach. Was that all I meant to 
him and the others? After all the good 
times they'd had at my house — all the 
risks I'd run for them — not a one of 
them would lift a hand now to protect 
my home from these hoodlums. 

"You get out of here!" I screamed at 
Mickey in sick rage. 

He only laughed at me. And I had to 
stand there helplessly while his gang 
took over my house. 

"All I want is to be alone with my 
honey," one of the boys said. And he and 
a drunken girl staggered toward my bed- 
room. A few minutes later another girl 
threw a beer bottle at a boy, and it 
crashed through the big side window. 

I went wild then. "If you're not all out 
of here in rive minutes, I'll call the po- 
lice !"' I shrieked. 

I don't know if I would have or not. 
because just then the most unexpected 
thing in the world happened. The door 
burst open, and I was staring at Mom! 

My guilt flooded over me. I felt as if 
I were drowning in it. 

"Mama," 1 said numbly. "Oh, 
Mama — " Then 1 was crying and trying 
to explain. Mickey and his crowd paid 
no attention. A girl was dancing on the 
dining room tahle — 



veins and other blood vessel dis- 
orders near the surface of the skin can 
be prevented or controlled by the use of 
a few simple home procedures and rem- 
edies. In order to make proper use of 
the methods, medical men believe the 
individual must have reasonable knowl- 
edge about the cause of unsightly veins. 

Varicose veins are among the most 
common of ailments. They develop when 
skin-surface veins fail to function in 
their joh of pushing the blood back to- 
ward the heart. Most of the failure of 
the veins occur in the legs and thighs. 

Veins have numerous valves to pre- 
vent blood from going backward in its 
upward j ourney to the heart. Fre- 
quently, because of strain, infection, and 
structural defects acquired during, be- 
fore, or after birth, vein valves fail to 
close properly. Therefore, blood en 
route to the heart leaks out of the valve, 
backing up to prevent further movement 
of the blood supply. 

When this happens, the veins will be- 
gin to enlarge and may expand many 
times their size. ■ If the vein failure is 
prolonged, some of the veins hecome 



Mom seemed as numb as 1 felt. She 
kept staring around as if she couldn't 
believe what she saw. Then she noticed 
the broken window. She threw down 
her bag and went over to it — 

AND that's when the police 
came. The Harpers had called them, we 
found out later, when they'd heard the 
crash of glass. Mom answered their 
knock, and one of them said, "This is a 
nice party you got going here, lady. 
Plenty of booze for your teen-age guests, 
I see. And no telling what we'll find in 
the bedrooms. Take a look, Gary." 

Of course, they found the couple that 
had gone off by themselves. Mom's sur- 
prise was terrible to see. But the police 
only thought she was putting it on to 
fool them. 

"They forced their way in," she said. 
Apparently that was all she had gotten 
out of my explanation. "Tell them, Beth 
— tell them that I was at work and you 
were here by yourself and they forced 
their way in." 

"Mickey and his gang did. But the 
others — well, I knew they were coming." 
was all I could say. 

"You're all coining down to the sta- 
tion." the officer said. "If these kids 
barged in here without an invitation, 
why didn't you call the police?" he 
asked Mom. He didn't give her any- 
chance to answer. He didn't listen to a 
word I said, though I begged him fran- 
tically to believe that my mother knew 
nothing about what had been going on. 
We were all herded into police cars and 
taken down to police headquarters. 

I paid with bitter tears that night for 
the mistake I had made in trying to buy 
popularity by turning my home into a 
party pad. I saw my good sweet mother 
hrowbeaten and humiliated before we 
were finally able to convince the police 
that she was not guilty of contributing 



twisted or tortuous, forming ugly-look- 
ing bluish masses. In time, some veins 
are permanently weakened and their 
valves no longer function, thus the indi- 
vidual has chronic trouble with varicose 
veins. Most of these varicosities form 
along the inside and back portion of the 
leg and thigh. 

Women are troubled with varicose 
veins far more than men. Unfortunate, 
too. is the fact that feminine styles give 
a woman little or no opportunity to hide 
ugly varicosities. Although most women 
acquire varicose veins following child- 
birth, they do appear from overwork, in- 
jury, and disease. Even excessive body- 
weight will cause the development of 
varicose veins. 

One of the most common forms of 
these veins is known as "spider bursts." 
Women with fair or thin skin, and those 
who are overly plump, are more inclined 
to acquire this condition. A small blood 
vessel containing a cluster of attach- 
ments may suddenly overfill with blood, 
and the mass of vessels then shows 
through the skin. Frequently these un- 
sightly veins disappear of their own ac- 



to the delinquency of minors at all. 

Mickey and his gang were sent to the 
detention home. Ski and the others were 
released in their parents' custody. The 
police sergeant gave me a severe lecture, 
pointing out how my mother was work- 
ing and trying to make a good home for 
me, and how 1 had let her down. He 
didn't stop till I was crying with shame. 
Then he said. "All right, go along now, 
and see that vou behave yourself after 
this." 

As Mom and I went home together, 
she told me why she'd left work early. 
She'd been worried ever since I told 
her that I'd been so lonely at night I'd 
taken up smoking. She'd finally told 
her boss she couldn't work nights any 
more. She'd been so upset when she told 
him that he'd told her to go right home. 
I felt even more ashamed now, knowing 
how concerned she'd been about me. 
And I cried all over again when we got 
back to the house and I saw what a 
mess it was, with the broken window 
and all. 

"There now, we're going to clean this 
up, and then we're going to forget this 
whole thing." Mom told me. 

I'm trying to forget, but it isn't easy. 
Every time I see Ski or Gale or one of 
those other kids around school, I re- 
member. Because they want nothing to 
do with me now. 1 found out through 
one of my old girl friends that they 
actually blame me bacause they got in 
trouble ! 

Well, maybe 1 am to blame in a way. 
but just the same it hurts to be turned 
against like this — not that they ever 
were my friends. From now on I'm go- 
ing to be sure that my friends like me 
for myself. And the way to make people 
like you is to be warm and friendly and 
interested in them. It will take practice, 
but I have lots of time. I have my whole 
life ahead of me. . the end 



cord. While doctors prefer to leave them 
alone, they can treat some of them suc- 
cessfully with chemical injections. 

Sometimes an individual may suffer 
an inflammation of a vein. The condi- 
tion is called phlebitis, and it is often 
painful. Soon after the vessel begins to 
heal, the vein and the skin above it turn 
brownish in color and then acquire the 
appearance of a bruise mark. Varicose 
veins have also been known to weaken 
surrounding tissue causing the skin sur- 
face to become subject to various break- 
downs and infections. 

Most varicose veins can be success- 
fully treated by injection methods in- 
volving the introduction of a chemical 
substance into the vein which clots the 
blood, preventing the varicosity from 
spreading. The other, and more favored 
technique among doctors, is surgical 
stripping of the offending vein. This 
operation is simple and can be done in 
a medical office if necessary. 

The physician gives a local anesthetic, 
usually Novocain, and makes two tiny 
incisions, above and below the unsightly- 
section of the vein. A special wire then 
penetrates the vein, and the offending 
vessel is easily pulled out. There is usu- 
ally no scar, and the person can walk 
about an hour after the operation. Once 
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this operation has been performed, the 
varicose vein does not reappear. 

Medical men can also use such 
methods as skin planing and cosmetic 
camouflage to cover up ugly blood ves- 
sels. Nevertheless, the majority of doc- 
tors agree that it is much more prefer- 
able for the victim of varicose veins to 
use a series of home remedies before 
turning to injections and surgery for 
the treatment of their blood vessel dis- 
orders. 

Among the many methods which you 
can use at home to prevent or control 
varicose veins, the following are most 
successful, 

t. Get off your feet as often as you 
can. Lie down when you become tired 
and place a fluffy pillow under your legs 
and raise them higher than your head. 
Remain in this position for at least ten 
minutes and be as quiet as possible. Do 
this two or three times during the day. 

2. If you must stand for long periods, 
move about. Don't remain in one spot. 
While standing, wiggle your toes and 



guided accordingly. Carry this excel- 
lent bit of female logic in your heart — 
when in doubt, choose the color that 
does something for you. 

Beauty experts suggest that you 
match make-up to your skin rather 
than to your hair and eyes. This new 
theory was born because skin tones fall 
into two basic types: pink l skin rang- 
ing from alabaster to rosy) and yellow 
(skin ranging from golden to tan to 
rosy). Not all blondes have pink-toned 
skin, not all brunettes have yellow- 
toned skin. So the general rule for 
color selection of a base is this: girls 
with pink-toned skin should select light, 
rosy shades of base and powder ; girls 
with yellow-toned skin should choose 
tan, beige, or olive shades. Use a neu- 
tral tone to play down a florid skin, or 
a rosy tone to pick up a sallow skin. 

To find your skin color category, 
judge the tone of the skin on the inside 
of the arm. Pat a bit of foundation into 
a spot just above the wrist. Rub it 
lightly until it blends into the skin. If 
it matches, that's the base to use. If it 
doesn't, keep going. Samples are usually 
free at beauty counters, and so your 
experimentation will cost you nothing. 
Matching powder may be selected in the 
same way. Pat powder on a spot just 
above the foundation sample. Rub it 
into the skin. If the powder disappears, 
it is too light. If it stands out, the 
the powder is too heavy. When color 
and weight are right, it blends in. 

The three color groups in lipstick 
and rouge are: the true reds, which are 
most becoming; the blue-reds (from 
pink to winey tones) : and the yellow- 
reds (from coral down to the tawny 
reds). If your skin lacks red, your 
choice of colors is great, for most shades 
are becoming. If your skin is fair and 
rosy, the blue-red color range is your 
best color. If your skin is olive, golden 
tan, or just golden, the clear reds are 
for you. 



do some tiptoe exercises. Try doing a 
little dance with your feet or hop about 
a few seconds on either foot during the 
day. 

3. If you sit for a long time, try to 
get up on your feet from time to time 
and stretch them. Make yourself as tall 
as you can by raising up tiptoe. If you 
can't do this, have a small footstool 
handy, or any object which enables you 
to raise your legs and get them well off 
the floor. Keep your feet on the foot- 
stool at least 10 minutes at a time. Re- 
peat the procedure frequently through- 
out the day. 

4. Whether you are constantly sitting 
or on your feet, keep crossing your legs 
every hour or so and wiggle your ankles 
and feet or rock your body on your feet. 

5. Avoid bruising your legs and 
thighs. Be especially careful if varicose 
veins have already appeared. If you 
cannot avoid bruises because of your 
chores, cover the affected area with a 
soft wrapper or binding. 

6. People with varicose veins should 



To test yourself for lipstick and rouge 
color, pinch the skin on the back of 
your hand near the wrist — pinch until 
it reddens. Rub rouge alongside it. 
Blend it in and compare it. The color 
which exactly matches the color of your 
own blood is your best color. To deter- 
mine your best lipstick shade, turn back 
the lower lip so the color of the inner 
lip is visible. Lipstick that blends with 
or tones into the color of the inner lip 
will be best for you. 

Whatever your skin tone is. generally 
lighter lipsticks are most becoming. 
High style or off-beat shades are for 
special effects and should be saved for 
evenings. Rouge should be color-cued 
to lipstick, but more delicate. Colored 
nail polish, of course, should match 
lipstick, though it may he paler or 
more intense. 

The color of your eyes is a clue to 
your eyeshadow color. For brown, 
green, or hazel eyes, brown or green 
eyeshadow is your best choice. For blue 
or gray eyes, all shades of blue, gray, 
and violet are flattering. Eyebrow pen- 
cil and mascara are most enhancing 
when you choose a shade slightly darker 
than your own hair coloring. 

Regardless of the color, know how 
to apply make-up for your type. Take 
plenty of time and you'll do a profes- 
sional job, and your make-up will stand 
up well. Fix your face in the same 
kind of lighting under which you will 
wear it. Never combine yellow-reds 
and blue-reds. Stick to the same color 
family and remember different degrees 
and intensities go well together. 

Here's how you use your make-up 
once you've settled on the right colors : 

// your face is oval — the purpose of 
make-up and hairdo is to preserve the 
perfect oval, and therefore you cannot 
detract from it. Apply rouge on the 
high point of the cheek ( formed when 
you smile). Blend it back and up, 
shading it nff into foundation. Lipstick 



stay out of the hot sun and keep their 
skin covered and protected. Don't risk 
sunburn ! It will invite more vein 
trouble and pain. Do not place heat 
pads or hot water bottles against en- 
larged veins. 

7. Keep your thighs, legs, ankles, and 
feet soft and supple by use of a proper 
skin lotion. Apply daily. 

8. Don't bathe too long in the tub or 
stay in a pool for more than 30 minutes 
at a time, not when varicose veins are 
large and painful. 

9. Wear elastic bandages and stock- 
ings to help control the swelling of your 
varicose veins. Keep them on from the 
minute you get up until bedtime. 

10. Keep your weight under control. 
This is important. Extra pounds make 
your blood vessels weaker and more 
tortuous and strain the heart. Slim 
people have less varicose veins. 

Above all, consult your doctor when 
symptoms of varicose veins appear. If 
home remedies fail, your doctor can 
help you ! • the end 



follows the natural lipline. Keep eye- 
brows natural, but try for a nice arch. 
Place eyeshadow from the center of 
the upper lid. close to the lashes and 
blend it upward and outward. Apply 
mascara to the upper lashes only, from 
the center out. Retain the natural oval 
by brushing hair back and sweeping it 
off the temples. No curls, no fussiness. 
and don't dress the hair forward. A 
center part is lovely if your features 
are even. 

// your face is square — work for soft- 
ness and avoid harsh lines or angles. 
Elongate rouge by putting the deepest 
color on the highpoint of the cheek. 
Blend it up and then down over the 
jawline. Give your mouth fullness, 
make it seem large, generous. This 
minimizes the jawline. Avoid a straight 
line or an angle to the browline. Keep 
the browline gently curved, large and 
full. It can curve slightly downward. 
Create fullness and height in the hair- 
do on the side and top of the bead and 
keep it close to the ears. Slant your 
part, have it high on the side. Steer 
clear of a bob with a bang and dress 
hair well back of the earline. 

// your face is round — do not apply 
rouge in the round, but blend it from 
the center of the cheek up, over and back 
of the cheekbones then down and back 
over the jawline. Use a darker base 
at the rounded area of the jaw and 
blend it into lighter base. Make up 
eyebrows and lips to appear large, full, 
and free. Do not tweeze eyebrows 
straight or thin. Keep die eyebrows 
full, natural, and well-arched. Avoid a 
high bow on the lips — angle lipstick at 
the center curve. Create a hairdo that 
adds height and fullness over and above 
the ears and place the part directly 
over the eye. Keep hair close and be- 
hind the ears. 

// your face is long — attempt to 
shorten the lines. Apply rouge in a 
circle on the highpoint of the cheek 
when you smile. Blend it backward 
and daub a bit on the chin, but go 
lightly here, and blend it in well. Apply 
lipstick to the natural lipline. Do not 
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point the mouth at the center or widen 
it. Your lipstick should streak across 
the mouth and be almost as full at the 
sides as it is in the center. Keep eye- 
brows perfectly natural — do not extend 
them. Do not arch them or pencil them 
too high. Keep hair close to the top of 
the head and avoid center parts or high 
curls. Comb hair back to allow light 
to give effect of fullness to the face. 
Build hair fullness at the temples. 

Summer make-up covers the color 
spectrum. You may take your choice 
of brilliant make-up colors or pastels 
or combine more than one color for 
the lips. For a change, try orange 
for the outline, apricot pink for the 
filler. A darker shade used for outlin- 
ing the lips, a lighter shade inside, makes 
thin lips look fuller. The reverse colors 
reduce full lips. Eye shadow goes wild 
with color — two or three tones look 
lovely. Use a lighter, softer tone over 
the entire eyelid, accent the lid from 
the lashline to the fold with a more 
brilliant or darker eyeshadow. Or you 
might try two colors of mascara, emer- 
ald green with royal blue for instance. 
If you do, use one color eyeshadow. 
Naturally, your foundation and powder 
should be light. Then you will have a 
more exotic effect. 



Here are a few enchanting make-up 
suggestions which will reflect artful 
ways with make-up: 

Blondes: Coax the complexion to 
look blonder than it really is. Use an 
opaque foundation cream in a tube or 
lotion and use it wherever skin shows. 
If your dress is high-necked in front, 
bare in the back, coat the back to a 
one-color matte look by applying foun- 
dation over the back, shoulders, neck, 
or arms. Powder these parts but re- 
move the excess with a tissue to pro- 
tect your clothes. Here's the order of 
the new blonde look— ivory foundation, 
a light coating of a powder with a pale 
blue cast, lightly buffed off. Then a 
repowdering with ivory tinted powder 
and another buffing off of excess pow- 
der. If the eyes are blue, use the blue 
eyeshadow or shadows and blue mas- 
cara. Stroke the brows with alternate 
strokes of blue and gray. True pink 
lipstick and nail polish complete the 
picture. 

Redheads : It is often necessary to 
hide freckles or a brunette-toned com- 
plexion. So completely block out with 
a complete foundation coverage. Don't 
stop at the jawline or neckline, but 
cover these areas with foundation, too. 
Choose an opaque foundation and 



smooth it over the face and throat ( be- 
hind the ears, back, and sides of the 
throat as well as the front). Powder 
over it and brush excess off. For a 
true matte finish, dip a sponge in water, 
wring it dry, and pat over the entire 
face and neck. Use a light fou jdation, 
then a coat of powder with a misty 
green tint, and repowder with a por- 
celain-tinted powder, a step lighter than 
the foundation color. Green eye-shad- 
ows and mascara, olive green and brown 
for the brows, tawny-orangey lipstick 
and nail polish. 

Brunettes : Your best choice is a 
beige foundation, a first coat of yellow- 
tinted powder, and a finishing coat of 
beige powder. Green eyeshadow, brown 
or black mascara, black or brown eye- 
brow pencil will heighten your color- 
ing. True red for lips and fingertips 
is best. A brunette can vary her first 
powder to either a delicate blue or pink. 

Selecting a new dress in a current 
color : don't try to force it to look well 
on you by changing your make-up 
colors. Try on a colored dress without 
make-up and if it doesn't look well on 
you give it the go-by. If it looks well 
on you without make-up, it will make 
you look smashing when you are all 
done up. . the end 



I Wanted My First Wife Back 

(Continued from page 8) 



I had other things on my mind this 
Saturday morning. 

"Leave your shirt off and come 
here," she drawled invitingly. 

"T'm going over to see Doug." 

Her body tensed in instant anger. 
"Why don't you move back in with that 
kid and his mother? You spend more 
time there than you do here." 

A swift longing shot through me. 
Cara couldn't know it, but she had put 
into words the thing I wanted most in 
the world. I'd have given ten years of 
my life if Betty would have taken me 
back. 

"Now, Cara, I only see Doug on 
week ends,*' I said reasonably. 

"What about last Friday night? And 
how about the W^ednesday night before 
that?" Despite her sulky expression, 
she was as good looking a dame as you'd 
see anywhere. But the sight of her — 
red-haired and beautiful and full-bodied 
in her rose satin pajamas — failed to 
stir me. 

"Last Friday was Doug's cub scout 
program, and the Wednesday before 
that was his seventh birthday. You 
don't expect me to pass up my son's 
birthday, do you ?" 

"The way you make over him, you'd 
think he was the only kid in the world." 

"He is, for me." 

She got up and put her arms around 
me. ''You won't stay long, will you, 
Danny boy ?" she asked in a coaxing 
voice. ''This is too nice a day to let go 
to waste." 

I felt like telling her I didn't consider 
a day spent with Doug and Betty a 
waste. And I could have told her that 
all her cuddling up to me wasn't doing 
any good, but I didn't. Cara in a temper 



was no small matter, and I didn't want 
to set her off if I could help it. 

"I can't promise anything," I told 
her. "It's almost noon now." 

She pushed away from me, angry 
again. "W ; ell, don't expect me to sit 
here with my knitting and wait for you. 
I may call up some of the crowd and 
have them in for a party." 

I hadn't expected her to sit home 
alone. Cara is the kind of person who's 
never happy unless she's being seen 
and heard. She needs an audience like 
other people need peace and quiet. 
''Sounds like a good idea," 1 said and 
left quickly before she could get any 
more steam up. 

As I drove to the house I'd once 
shared with Betty and Doug, all the 
misery of the past year backed up in 
my throat like bile. I had really made 
a mess of things. And there was no 
one to blame but myself. 

I never could resist a pretty face or 
a lush figure. That's w^hat had attracted 
me to Betty. There had been plenty 
before her, but she was the only one 
who had gotten under my skin and 
stayed there. Scared to death, I asked 
her to marry me. 

The joy that leaped into her eyes 
was unmistakable, but she said lightly, 
"I didn't think you were the marrying 
kind." 

"I didn't, either." I said shakily. "But 
you've got me hooked, baby. But good." 

"You really mean it then ?" 

I looked at her, and scared as I was, 
I knew that those honest gray eyes were 
the ones I wanted to see across the 
table from me every day of the week. 
And I knew that soft, lilting voice was 
the one I wanted to listen to the rest 



of my life. "I really mean it," I told 
her, and mv voice was steady this time. 

For the first two years there was no 
one for me but Betty. I hadn't suddenly 
gone blind. I still had an eye for a 
pretty- face or figure, but I was satisfied 
just to look. Then gradually marriage 
grew a little stale for me. Betty was 
pregnant with Doug, and after he was 
born, she ' changed. Her curves melted 
off. and it was a letdown to come home 
from an office full of carefully groomed 
and polished career girls to a wife who 
was too busy now to keep up her hair 
and face the way she had before. Her 
slacks hung loosely on the once lush 
body, and her dark hair often needed 
combing. When I'd reach for her and 
kiss her pale lips, she'd usually smell 
like sour milk. 

That's when 1 started doing more 
than just looking at the pretty faces and 
figures the world seemed so full of. The 
first episode involved a blonde named 
Cindy. It was almost over when Betty 
found out about it. When I saw how 
hurt she was. I felt like a heel. I prom- 
ised I'd never see Cindy again, and 
Betty agreed to gi ve me a second 
chance. 

I played it straight for a year, and 
then I met Cara. Even in a room full 
of sexy dames, Cara would stand out. 
I met her at a party Betty and I had 
gone to. Pretty as Betty was that night 
in her new dress and hairdo, she faded 
into the background with all the other 
women when Cara walked in. I stared 
just like all the other guys, but some- 
thing about me must have been differ- 
ent. Cara steered her date straight 
toward me for an introduction, and we 
were together for the rest of the eve- 
ning. I was being stupidly obvious and 
knew it, but I didn't care. The magne- 
tism that radiated from Cara drove all 
caution from my mind. 



Betty knew what was happening from 
the very first. Within three months she 
had filed for a divorce. I hadn't been 
home more than three nights a week 
during that time, and Betty didn't need 
to be told that 1 was spending those 
other nights with Cara. I hardly had 
any regrets at that time about tbe di- 
vorce. Cara with her hungry kisses 
was a raging fire in my blood. T 
couldn't think about anything else. 

As soon as the divorce was final. I 
married Cara. I thought life with her 
would be a voluptuous paradise. I was 
only half right. Life with Cara was 
voluptuous, all right, but it wasn't para- 
dise. It wasn't long before I realized 
that making love was the only thing 
Cara could do and the only thing she 
cared about. She couldn't cook or keep 
house, and she knew nothing about the 
other things that make a man feel con- 
tent. 

When I came home from the office 
hone-tired from juggling figures all day, 
Betty had never complained if I spent 
all evening lying around on the couch 
watching TV. Not Cara. She always 
wanted to go someplace. And if the 
boss had been in one of his moods, Betty 
would listen to me while I let off the 
steam that had built up in me all clay. 
I When I got through, she'd usually kiss 
me behind the ear and call my boss a 
name so uncomplimentary I'd have to 
laugh. After that I'd feel relaxed and 
good. 

But Cara wasn't like that at all. She 
wasn't interested in what happened to 
me during the day. She would only half 
listen for a few minutes and then, bored, 
she would put her arms around me and 
begin making love. She didn't know 
what affection was. There was only one 
kind of love as far as Cara was con- 
cerned. 

Six months after I married Cara, the 
blinders dropped from my eyes. I knew 
that my life for the next twenty or 
thirty years would be nothing more 
than one long night in bed. It wasn't 
a comforting thought. I knew there was 
more to marriage than sex. With Betty 
I'd had everything that made up a good 
marriage, and now I realized what a 
treasure I had let slip through my 
fingers. I began using every excuse I 
could think of to go see Betty and 
Doug. Both Betty and Cara thought it 
was just Doug I wanted to be with. 
Today I planned to tell Betty the truth 
and beg her to take me back. 

As I parked in front of the 
house I'd once shared with Bettv and 
Doug, a wave of nostalgia swept over 
me. I had known real happiness inside 
that yellow- and w^hite bungalow, and 
I'd been too big a fool to realize it. 
Somehow I just had to persuade Betty 
to give me another chance ! 

When Betty came to the door, she 
looked surprised. I usually didn't get 
there until afternoon. 

"I know I'm early," I said quickly, 
"but I've got a big day planned for 
Doug and me. For you, too, if you'll 
come with us. You used to love ball 
games, and I"ve got three tickets." 

"Thanks, Dan, but I've got the house 
to clean and the laundry to do." 



She worked five days a week as a 
secretary in a real estate and insurance 
office. The office was in a shopping 
center only a few blocks from the house. 
It made it nice for Betty to work so 
close to home. She could get to and 
from work in ten minutes. Doug left 
for school the same time she left for 
work, and there was only an hour be- 
tween four and five w-hen she had to pay 
a neighbor to look after Doug. She 
was getting along fine — too fine, in a 
way. There was really no reason why 
she should take me back. But maybe I 
could find a reason. 

"Dad!"' As I entered the house, Doug 
flung himself on me with an eagerness 
that warmed me like a dozen suns. 
"What are we going to do today?" We 
had the same blue eyes and straight 
brown hair with one faint wave in front. 

I always planned something special 
for our days together. It was always 
the first thing on his mind. 

"How about a ball game"'" 

"Oh, boy! A ball game!" He could 
hardly contain himself. Most seven- 
year-olds would rather go to a cartoon 
movie or an amusement park or some- 
thing, but not Doug. He was a real 
baseball fan. I guess he got that from 
Betty and me. W'e used to see a game 
every time the budget would allow it 
when we were first married. 

"Calm down," Betty told him. 
"You've got to eat dinner first. We're 
not having much.'' she said, turning to 
me doubtfully, "but you're welcome to 
share it." 

"Don't bother to fix anything," I told 
her. "Doug and I will run down to 
the drive-in and bring something back. 
How does that sound, Doug?" 

"Goodv. we can get some French 
fries r 

A ball game and French fries made 
a perfect day for Doug. Betty and I 
exchanged a smile. That was another 
item in a long list to Betty's credit. 
She was friendly and pleasant whenever 
I came to visit Doug. If she harbored 
any bitterness toward me, she kept it 
well hidden for Doug's sake. 

On the w r ay to the drive-in I sounded 
Doug out on the subject of Life With- 
out Father. 

"I used to wish you would come home 
every night, like you did when you and 
Mommy were still married," he said. 
"But then I got to thinking that I was 
no worse off than Johnny and Craig. 
Both their dads are salesmen. They're 
gone all week and are only home on 
week ends, so I see you about as often 
as they see their dads. So it's okav." 

A heaviness settled around my heart 
at the thought that he could accept the 
situation so easily. It would have been 
a lot easier to persuade Betty to give 
marriage with me another try if Doug 
had been unhappy about living in a 
fatherless home. It was becoming 
pretty obvious that Betty and Doug 
didn't need me half as much as I needed 
them. 

But I wouldn't let myself get discour- 
aged. I got Betty to agree to let me 
take her and Doug out to eat that 
night after Doug and I got back from 
the ball game. When I saw her, all 
cool and delicious looking in a pale 



lavender dress, my mouth went dry. 
Now- that she was a working girl again, 
she kept herself up the w^ay she had 
before we were married. Her brown 
hair was short and neat and shiny, her 
mouth was outlined in pale pink lip- 
stick. For a minute I loved her and 
wanted her so much I couldn't speak. 

"You look terrific," I said finally. 

She smiled her thanks and took 
Doug's hand. "Shall we go ?" 

I TOOK them to a place that 
advertised itself as a family restaurant. 
They served plain food, well cooked, 
with half portions for kids. After we 
had eaten, I offered to take them to a 
movie, but Betty said no. 

"I think Doug has had about all he 
can take today." 

He looked tired, all right, and the 
fact that he didn't coax to go to the 
movie was proof enough that he was. 
In fact, he was almost asleep by the 
time we got back to the house. 

"Will you tuck me in tonight, Dad?" 
he murmured sleepily as I helped him 
out of the car. 

"Sure thing, Skipper." 

I waited until Betty had him in bed, 
and then I went in to say good night. 

"It's been a swell day, Dad. Thanks." 

'T had fun, too. We'll do it again 
sometime." 

" 'Night, Dad." 

"Good night, son." 

As I started out of the bedroom. 
Doug said shyly, "I'm not too big to 
be kissed good night if you want to." 

I couldn't trust myself to speak, so 
I just kissed him and winked and turned 
out the light. 

Betty was sitting in the living room 
smoking a cigarette when I came out 
of the bedroom. I lit one for myself 
to gain time to get my emotions under 
control again, but w r hen I finally spoke, 
my voice was still hoarse. 

"He's quite a boy, isn't he?" 

Betty nodded. "He does real well, 
under the circumstances." 

"Could we change those circum- 
stances ?" 

She looked puzzled. "What do you 
mean ?" 

'Ts there any chance that the three 
of us could be a family again ?" 

The hand holding the cigarette was 
on its way to her mouth, but now it 
dropped slowly. ''You mean, marry you 
again ?" 

"Yes," I said, and I could hardly 
breathe. 

She raised the cigarette to her mouth 
again, and this time she inhaled deeply. 
The smoke she exhaled had disappeared 
by the time she spoke again. My heart 
beat wildly as I waited. When she 
looked up at me, her usually honest and 
candid gray eyes were veiled. "What 
about Cara ?" she asked. 

I groaned. "The second biggest mis- 
take of my life was marrying her. The 
biggest was destroying the marriage 
you and I had. I was the luckiest guy 
in the world when I had you and Doug. 
Now I'm the most miserable." 

Behind those veiled eyes I saw some- 
thing that made my heart leap. It was 
hope, and it burned so brightly that she 
couldn't hide it. I held mv breath ex- 



pectantly, and then I saw the hope fade. 

"You put me through torment twice, 
Dan. I'm not about to let you do it 
again." 

"But I wouldn't! I swear to God I'd 
never hurt you again." 

Her face fell into sad, bitter lines. 
"I've heard that before. What was her 
name? Cindy, wasn't it?" 

I winced. 

"And then came Cara." Betty con- 
tinued. "You didn't even ask me to 
give you another chance when she came 
along. You had to have her. no matter 
what.'" 

"Yeah. I know," I said heavily. "And 
I've known I was fifty different kinds 
of a fool ever since. I'm a changed man 
now, Betty. I wish you'd believe that." 

"I wish I could." She put out her 
cigarette with slow, deliberate move- 
ments. There was a finality about the 
action that chased all remnants of hope 
from my heart. "But I stopped believ- 
ing in you a long time ago. Dan. I'll 
never marry you again." 

I left a few minutes later and drove 
home glumly. I was a guy who had 
thrown away happiness with both hands 
as though it were confetti. Now when 
I wanted it again, I found it had blown 
away on the wind. There was nothing 
to pick up. Nothing. 

WHEN I got home, it was 
eight-thirty. The house was dark, so T 
knew Cara wasn't home. When I walked 
in, I noticed the smell for the first time. 
Every house has its own individual 
odor. I had never noticed before, but 
ours smelled like cigarette smoke and 
fingernail polish. Betty's smetled like a 
real home, of furniture polish and good 
things to eat. 

I pulled off my clothes tiredly and 
went to bed. I didn't know where Cara 
was. and I didn't care. Nothing about 
our life together was important enough 
to care about. 

I didn't sleep too well. I kept dream- 
ing about being married to Betty again, 
and every time a dream would end, I'd 
wake up feeling like the devil. 

It was four o'clock when Cara finally 
came home. There was a man with her. 
I could hear Cara's throaty laugh as 
they stood outside at the front door. 
She finally came in, and a car drove 
away. She came straight to the bed- 
room and flipped on the ceiling light. 
I pulled the blanket over my head and 
turned over. 

"Oh, no, you don't!" she exclaimed 
and pulled the blanket down with a 
jerk. Standing there defiantly, she de- 
manded, "Don't you want to know 
where I've been?" 

I could smell the liquor now, and a 
glance at her told me she was pretty 
drunk. Her red hair was mussed and 
her lipstick smeared. "No," I said flatly. 

Her eyes flashed dangerously. "I'll 
tell you, anyway. Nancy Emerson went 
to her mother's for the week end. I've 
been seeing to it that Bill didn't get 
lonesome." 

The Emersons ran around with our 
crowd some. Nancy was a nice girl, 
but Bill was a loudmouth and a woman- 
chaser. I didn't need any pictures drawn 
to know what he and Cara had been 



doing. But the thing was, I didn't give 
a darn. I turned my back to Cara. but 
she was spoiling for a fight. 

"Don't turn your back on me like I 
was a bug or something!" she yelled. 
"What do you expect me to do when 
you go see your precious Betty and 
Doug? Sit home and mope? You think 
I don't know what's going on between 
you and that mousy dame? She can't 
get another man. so she takes my left- 
overs !" 

I whirled onto my back. "Shut up! 
Everything that passes through that 
mind of yours comes out sex, and 1 
won't have you dirtying Betty with it." 

Cara laughed harshly. "Pure as the 
driven snow, is she ?" Then she called 
Betty an ugly name. 

I jumped up like a shot and slapped 
her. She gasped and then flung herself 
at me. It was a real Donnybrook. I 
finally had to lock myself in the spare 
bedroom to get away from her. When 
her temper breaks loose, she's as wild 
as a tiger. 

I had planned on going back to 
Betty's the next day to spend all of 
Sunday with Doug and her, but by 
morning my battle scars appeared. One 
eye was swollen and black, and I had 
scratches all over my face ami neck. 1 
was ashamed to have Betty see me like 
that, so I waited. It was two weeks 
before the raw-meat look left my face. 
When I finally showed up on a Satur- 
day morning again, I couldn't help no- 
ticing that Betty seemed glad to see me. 

"I decided if you didn't come today," 
she said, "I was going to call you. 
Doug's been awfully worried." 

A spark of hope came to life in me 
again as I saw the flush on her creamy 
cheeks. Could it be that she was wor- 
ried about me, too? The spark was 
fanned into a full-sized flame by my 
next thought. Was it possible that she 
still loved me? 

XHAT idea went ricocheting 
around inside my skull as Doug came 
bounding in from the backyard and 
flung himself into my arms. 

"I thought something bad had hap- 
pened to you," he said, with relief in 
his young voice. 

"I wasn't feeling too good. 1 didn't 
think I ought to come till I got over it." 

"You feel okay now ?" he asked anx- 
iously. 

I looked up and saw the flush still on 
Betty's face. "Super," I replied. "How 
about the three of us making a day of 
it at the beach ?" 

"The beach !'" Doug squealed in de- 
light. "Can we. Mom?" 

Betty smiled. "I shouldn't. I've got 
loads of work to catch up on, but I 
could do it tomorrow, I guess." 

I think her words made me as happy 
as they made Doug. As I helped him 
gather his suit and beach ball and stuff, 
I found myself remembering the veil 
that had dropped suddenly over Betty's 
eyes that night I had asked her to take 
me back. What had it hidden ? If she 
still loved me, that could account for 
the veiled look and the flush on her face 
a few minutes ago as she'd greeted me. 
The hope in her eyes that night had 
been unmistakable. Tt had faded quick- 



ly, but maybe it had come to life again 
these past two weeks while she'd had 
time to think about things. Maybe I 
had a chance, after all. 

We had a great day at the beach. It 
was crowded, but we managed to find 
a few square yards of sand for our- 
selves. The water was cool, the sun and 
sand hot. Doug kept me busy playing 
with him, but I stole a look at Betty 
whenever I could. She lay on her back 
in the sand, one leg raised slightly. Her 
orange suit was madt of some clinging 
knit stuff. It would have made Cara 
look like a tub, but on Betty's leaner 
curves it looked like a million dollars. 
I wondered how I ever could have 
thought she was too thin. 

Her eyes were hidden behind dark 
glasses that were almost black, so I 
couldn't tell whether she was watching 
me or not. I hoped she was. 

We stopped on the way home that 
night and had something to eat. Betty- 
said it was bedtime for Doug when we 
got to the house, and he didn't argue. 
We both tucked him in this time. My 
hand touched hers as we were covering 
him. I caught it. and our eyes met for 
a moment above our sleepy son. Then 
Betty withdrew her hand slowly, and 1 
followed her out of the bedroom. 

"Could you drink a cup of coffee be- 
fore you >tart home ?" Betty asked. 

"I sure could. I'm bushed. It's not 
easy keeping up with a seven-year-old." 

She laughed. "I know." 

I went into the kitchen with her and 
watched her make the coffee. The 
orange bathing suit had been exchanged 
for white shorts and a white blouse. 
She didn't look more than eighteen, 
a very pretty, desirable eighteen. I 
thought of the day when I bad be- 
longed in this kitchen, at this table. 1 
wondered tf Betty were thinking the 
same thing as she made coffee for me 
and if she wanted it that way again 
as much as I did. 

"Shall we drink it in here or in the 
living room ?" she asked as she filled 
our cups. 

"Let's go in the living room and light 
just one lamp. It's too light in here. 
I've had all the glare I can stand for 
one day." 

I made my coffee last as long as I 
could and then said good night reluc- 
tantly. 

"It's been a lovely day, Dan." Betty 
said at the door. "Thanks." 
"It was my pleasure." 

HER eyes were shining softly 
in the dim light. She was very near, 
and I put out my arms hungrily toward 
her. She didn't jerk away, and when 
my mouth found hers, any doubt about 
her still loving me fled. Her lips were 
warm and trembling under mine. I 
murmured her name and knew the sweet 
joy of triumph. Then I kissed her again 
with mounting urgency. She stiffened 
almost at once and tried to push me 
away. My hands had found their way 
to the neck of her blouse when she man- 
aged to pull free. 

"Oh!" she cried, and shuddered with 
disgust and anger. "And I thought 
maybe you really had changed !" 

I stared at her. bewildered, with the 



blood still pounding in my head. "You 
wanted me to kiss you. You even liked 
it." I protested. 

"And you still think every woman 
that lets you kiss her wants you to 
make love to her !" She shook her head 
and made a sound that was half laugh, 
half sob. "I was crazy to let myself 
hope again." 

■'No, you weren't," I insisted desper- 
ately. "We can make a go of it again. 
You want to try, you know you do." 

''Maybe I did— for a little while. But 
you fixed that. Get out, Dan. From 
now on your visits will be strictly with 
Doug. Don't try to include me. Tt won't 
do you any good." 

I left as she asked me to do, but she 
hadn't succeeded in discouraging ine. 
I was convinced that she still wanted 
me as much as I wanted her. Breaking 
clown her resistance was only a matter 
of time. But I'd have to change my 
tactics. I couldn't work on her directly. 
That would put her back up and ruin 
everything. But I thought I knew a 
way that would beat down her defenses. 
I was sure that if she thought she ought 
to take me back on Doug's account, she 
would. I didn't think I'd have any 
trouble there. 

T went right to work on Doug the 
next day. I took him to another ball 
game, and on the way. I said, "You 
want to know a secret?" 

"Sure," he said eagerly. 

"I think your mother would marry 
ine again if she thought you wanted it 
more than anything else in the world." 

Hope struggled with doubt in his 
face. "Honest ?" 

I nodded. "I'm sure of it. Would 
you like it if we could be together like 
this every day instead of just on Sat- 
urday or Sunday?" 

"Yeah, hut I guess this is okay." 

"You mean you're completely happy 
with things the way they are?" 

"Well, no, but — well, they're okay, I 
guess." 

I saw his lips tremble slightly, and T 
suddenly understood something. The 
divorce must have cut him up pretty 
badly. But he had adjusted to it, by 
who knows how much painful struggle. 
Now he was so afraid of being hurt 
again that he wouldn't let himself think 
about the possibility of Betty and ine 
getting together once more. 

"You'd like it. though, if the three of 
us could live together again, wouldn't 
you ?" 

"I suppose so." 

"Why don't you tell your mother so? 
I'm sure that's all it would take. If 
she thought you wanted her to, she'd 
marry me in a minute." 

"Do you really think so ?" Hope was 
struggling into his face again. 

"I'm as sure of it as I am that the 
Yankees will win the pennant again 
this year." 

That clinched it for Doug. "I'll ask 
her to marry you tonight !" he exclaimed 
excitedly. 

"Whoa! Not so fast. We don't want 
her to know what we're up to. She 
might get mad if she thought we were 
trying to make up her mind for her." 
I winked at him. "You know how- 
women are." 



"They are kinda funny sometimes," 
he agreed solemnly. 

"They sure are. That's why it 
wouldn't be a good idea to just up and 
tell her you think she ought to marry 
me again." . 

"How will I do it then ?" 

"Go at it kind of slow and easy. Tell 
her how much fun you and I have to- 
gether and how you wish you could see 
me oftener. Tell her you wish I lived 
with you so we could go out into the 
yard nights after supper and play ball. 
Let her know you get lonesome for me 
in the middle of the week. Things like 
that." 

Doug nodded eagerly. "That won't 
be hard to do." 

"You want to do it then ?" 

"Gosh, I'd do anything to get you and 
Mom back together, Dad." 

I put my arm around him and slid 
him closer to me on the car seat. He 



BRIDE'S HOUSE 

The curtains match the sun- 
light's glow, 
In warm and cheerful hue. 
The windows all are open 
wide 

To let the breezes through. 

The rugs are on the gleaming 
floors, 

Each nook is neat and clean. 
To me, our home's the sweet- 
est spot 
My eyes have ever seen. 

And as I carefully place each 
cup 

And polish every spoon, 
I'm awfully glad, my dear, 

you made 
A bride of me this June ! 

— Pauline Booker 



snuggled under my arm contentedly - 
"It won't take long, son. Just wait and 

see." 

I DIDN'T hang around 
Betty's house after I got Doug home. 
She was pretty reserved and just friend- 
ly enough toward me to avoid upsetting 
him. I told him I'd see him as soon as I 
could manage it. 

It was nearly six when I got home, 
and Cara was just leaving. She was all 
gussied up in a white beaded dress and 
shoes to match. It was the kind of dress 
women call a sheath, and I guess it was 
supposed to fit tight, but I think Cara 
had overdone it. I wondered if she could 
sit down in the thing or whether she'd 
have to spend the rest of the night 
standing up. 

"What are you doing home so early?" 
she asked sarcastically. 

"It's six o'clock. What's so early 
about that?" 

"All I know is, you usually aren't 
home when I leave. Did you get bored 
playing kids' games ?" 

"No." I said curtly. I hated her for 
the contempt with which she always 
spoke about Doug and Betty. 



The spiteful lines relaxed around her 
heavily lipsticked mouth, and there was 
a wheedling note in her voice as she 
said. "How about going out with me 
tonight? I'm getting tired of going out 
by myself on Sunday nights." 

I laughed shortly. "Who are you kid- 
ding? You may be alone when you walk 
into a bar, but inside of five minutes 
you've got a guy hanging from each 
shoulder." 

She came close to me and ran a hand 
caressingly from my ear to my throat. 
"That's only because you aren't around. 
If you were with me, I wouldn't have 
an eye for other guys." 

I looked at her, red hair piled high 
on her head, sultry-eyed, her ripe curves 
straining against her dress. Every de- 
tail, every thought that ran through her 
head was aimed in one direction — sex. 
I wondered for the hundredth time why 
I'd married a dame as one-sided as a 
mirror. The vision of Betty rose up be- 
fore me — sweet and decent Betty, to 
whom love meant not only body but 
soul. "I'm not flattered," I told her. 
"Any male appeals to you as much as 
I do. Go offer your wares to someone 
else." 

Her fingernails jabbed into my neck. 
But almost in the same instant I grabbed 
her arm, twisting it behind her, and 
shoved her out the front door. She was 
screaming, calling me every name under 
the sun as I locked the door. When she 
realized she couldn't get at me, she 
jumped into the car and took off. I 
didn't know whether she'd be back or 
not and didn't care. T was sick of her. 
Maybe it was my fault as much as hers. 
I hadn't had to marry her. But T had 
been a fool, and I was smart enough to 
know it now. The quicker I could get 
her out of my life, the happier I'd be. 

She didn't show up until the next 
night. I had it out with her then and 
told her I wanted a divorce. She said 
she was way ahead of me. She was go- 
ing right down to see a lawyer the next 
morning, and she'd squeeze every cent 
of alimony out of me that she could. I 
was ready for that one, too. I told her 
in that case I'd file my own request for 
a divorce, charging her with adultery. 
I could get plenty of proof, and she 
knew it. I left her in a frustrated rage 
and checked into a hotel. 

I started seeing Doug fdur or five 
times a week. I began to suspect that 
our little campaign was having an effect 
on Betty. She seemed troubled, and 
faint lines of strain began to show in 
her face. I was sure she was weighing 
her own doubts about remarriage to me 
against Doug's obvious desire to have 
me as a member of the family once 
more. 

THEN one night several 
weeks later, Betty called me at my hotel 
room. Doug was sick, and she wanted 
me to come over right away. Her voice 
sounded funny. I put it down to worry 
and went right over. When I got there. 
I saw that worry wasn't the only thing 
wrong with her. She was madder than I 
ever seen her, not wildly furious the 
way Cara got, but in an icy, trembling 
rage. 

"It's all your doing," she began the 



moment I stepped inside the house. Her 
face was white and still, but her eyes 
were blazing. 

"What do you mean?" The hate in 
her voice hit me with the force of a 
blow. 

"You and your little scheme ! Using 
Doug to get me back!" 

Doug must have told her, I thought. 
But what did that have to do with his 
being sick? "What's wrong with that? 
Doug wants us back together as much 
as I want it." 

"Sure he does. You think I don't 
know how hard our divorce was on 
him ? It tore him to pieces at first, but 
after a while he adjusted to it, and you 
don't know how relieved T was." She 
glared at me as I stood facing her help- 
lessly there in the middle of the living 
room. "Then you had to go and ruin 
everything. I knew you were capable 
of a lot of things, but I didn't know you 
could be that cruel." 

Alarm shot through me. "What's 
wrong with Doug? What's it got to do 
with me?" 

A muscle began to twitch in her 
cheek. The effect was chilling. Her 
carefully controlled anger was ten times 
more frightening than Cara's free- 
swinging tantrums. "The last few 
weeks Doug has reminded me in a hun- 
dred ways of how much he misses by 
not having a father around all the time. 
It set me to doing a lot of thinking. I 
began to wonder if I shouldn't give 
marriage with you another try after 
all. But finally I knew it wouldn't 
work. It was useless giving it another 
try when I knew you hadn't changed." 
She laughed bitterly. "You had proven 
that only too well that night we came 
home from the beach." 

"That was a mistake. I have changed. 
What can I do to prove it to you?" I 
asked desperately. 

"Nothing now. You've proven the 
opposite beyond all doubt. You built up 
Doug's hopes for your own selfish ends, 
and when I explained to him last night 
that there was no chance of our ever 
going back together, it was too much 
for him. He was hysterical. I had to 
call a doctor. Today he's just lain in 
his bed, sick and silent. He acts like 
he wants to die." 

I stared at her for an instant, then 
brushed past her and rushed to Doug's 
room. I stopped just inside the door, 
staggered by the change in him. Last 
time I had seen him, he was tanned and 
healthy and bubbling over with the 
sheer joy of living. Now he lay still as 
death, pale and sunken-eyed. He didn't 
even speak when he saw me. 

"Hi, Skipper," I said thickly. "W r hat'd 
the Yanks do today?" 

He turned his eyes to the wall and 
didn't answer. 

A COLD knot formed in my 
stomach. I had done this to him, broken 
his heart so that he lay there like a 
broken doll. Blindly, I pulled a chair 
up beside his bed and sat down. How 
could I undo what I had done? I took 
one of his hands, , and it lay limply in 
mine. 

"I've done a terrible thing, son. If 
I were still your age, I'd get the spank- 



ing of my life, and I'd deserve every 
lick. I didn't want to cause you any 
unhappiness. I didn't think I would. 
I really thought Mom would marry me 
again if you showed that you wanted 
her to. But, you see, I hurt her so many 
times — just like you're hurt now — that 
she was afraid to marry me again. She 
knew she couldn't stand being hurt an- 
other time. We can't blame her for 
that, can we?" 

He didn't move, didn't answer. I 
wasn't even sure that he was hearing 
me. 

"Can we, Doug?" I repeated. 
"I guess not." His voice was a mere 
whisper. 

"That's right," I said, relieved that 
he had at least spoken. "Blame me, 
not her. I should have been satisfied 
with things the way they were, like 
you and Mom were. I shouldn't have 
stirred up trouble, wanting things that 
could never be." 

1 looked at the hand inside mine, so 
small, so awfully small. I knew there 
was no way that I could make his 
crushing disappointment any easier to 
bear. 

"You and I will just have to get used 
to the idea of living apart, seeing each 
other whenever we can, like we've been 
doing. It hasn't been so bad that way, 
has it?" 

"No. but — " He choked then and be- 
gan sobbing tiredly and with a hope- 
lessness that made my chest ache. 

I caught him up in my arms and 
pressed his small body to me. "Don't 
cry, son. We're men, aren't we? You 
know what Mickey Mantle does when 
things aren't going good with him ? He 
just digs in and keeps swinging until 
finally things start looking better for 
him. You can do that, can't you ?" 

"I'll try," Doug said in a muffled and 
broken voice. 

"That's a boy." I patted him and laid 
him back on the bed. "Now, you get a 
good night's sleep, and things wilt look 
a lot better tomorrow. Okay?" 

"Okay, Dad," he replied listlessly. 

I pulled his bedroom door shut behind 
me and sank into the nearest living 
room chair, my face in my hands. Betty 
was pacing up and down. It was a long 
time before I could speak. 

Finally I looked up and said shakily, 
"I'm sorry. Betty. I wish I could tell 
you how sorry. Not that that does you 
and Doug any good." 

"No, it doesn't," she said bitterly. 
"I'd like to take you to court and ask 
that you be limited to one visit a week 
or less, but for now I think Doug needs 
to see you oftener than that. I can wean 
him away from you in time, so you'll 
never get the chance to mess up his life 
again." 

"I guess I couldn't blame you for 
that, but don't worry. I'll do all I can 
to get Doug back where he was before 
I blew everything to bits." 

Betty's control broke, and her shoul- 
ders began shaking. "My poor baby ! 
Why does he have to go all through 
this again?" 

I didn't touch her or try to comfort 
her. I knew my touch would have been 
like poison. "Ill call tomorrow and see 
how he is," I said and left quietly. 



I was certainly a different man going 
out of that house than I was going in 
And the change kept working and get- 
ting deeper as the days passed, too. 1 
saw myself as I really was that night 
when I sat beside Doug and saw what 
I had done to him. I could see there 
was nothing to me but selfishness and 
never had been. I was as one-sided as 
Cara, only my one-sidedness was self, 
not sex. I had always been concerned 
with what I wanted. I'd never had a 
thought about what it might do to some- 
one else. 

When I thought of the cost to Betty 
and Doug of my always wanting some- 
thing for myself, my skin crawled. I'd 
have changed places with anybody in 
the world then, because I couldn't stand 
being Dan Newton. There was only 
one way for me to know any peace. 
That was to do everything I could to 
help Betty and Doug and hope I could 
somehow add a small measure of happi- 
ness to their lives. 

I was free now to do this. Cara was 
out of my life completely. I had been 
informed by her lawyer that the divorce 
was being filed and in six months that 
sham marriage would gasp its last. 

The change in me must have shown, 
because Betty never did restrict me to 
one visit a week like she'd said she 
wanted to. I went often at first, because 
we both agreed Doug needed me 
around. I kept him as busy as I could, 
plenty of ball games and visits to the 
amusement park and fishing. Anything 
I could think of that would cheer htm 
up. It worked, and in time it seemed 
he had forgotten his terrible disappoint- 
ment. I just kept coming, though, and 
Betty didn't say anything. I could see 
she wasn't bitter or angry with me any 
more. 

"If I didn't know you so well, I'd 
think you'd really changed." she said 
one day as I was leaving. Doug had 
gone to the kitchen for a glass of milk. 

"I don't blame you for doubting, but 
I have," I said soberly. 

She didn't say any more. She just 
looked at me, her expression puzzled 
and unbelieving. 

One night she called up about seven- 
thirty. "Dan, I've got an awfully big 
favor to ask." 

"Go ahead. Ask it." I welcomed the 
chance to do something for her. 

"I told Nat I'd go to a party with 
him tonight, and the sitter just called 
and said some family matter has come 
up and she can't make it. I've tried to 
get another sitter and can't, and I've 
tried to get hold of Nat to break our 
date. But he must be already on his 
way to pick me up, because he doesn't 
answer." She had been talking swiftly, 
and now she paused for breath. 

"You want me to come over and stay 
with Doug?" I asked. 

"Would you ?" 

"That's my idea of a great evening," 
I assured her. 

"Thanks, Dan," she said gratefully. 

"I'll be right over," 

Betty had been dating ever since our 
divorce, but she never seemed to get 
serious about anyone. But the last two 
months — ever since Doug had gotten 
back to normal — she'd been seeing a lot 



of a guy named Nat Baxter. I met him 
for the first time when he picked Betty 
up that night. He was plenty good 
looking, with dark hair and eyes, but 
he seemed pretty stuffy. For a minute I 
found myself hoping Betty wasn't get- 
ting too serious about him. Then I got 
rid of that thought. If he could make 
Betty happy, that's all that counted. 

I had given up trying to win Betty 
back. It was hopeless, and I knew it 
now. I was satisfied just to see Doug 
and her whenever I could. If she re- 
married, it would change things, but I 
couldn't expect an attractive girl like 
her to stay unmarried the rest of her 
life. 

I got Doug to bed at eight-thirty. 
The fall school term had started, and 
he had to get to bed earlier than during 
the summer. I watched TV awhile and 
then fell asleep on the couch. 

Footsteps on the porch 
woke me. I sat up, yawned, and looked 
at my watch. It was one minute to mid- 
night. It seemed kind of early for a 
party to be over. Then the door opened, 
and I saw something I had never seen 
before. There stood Betty, leaning 
against a disgusted-looking Nat Baxter, 
and she was swacked. And I mean 
swacked ! Betty, who somehow always 
managed to make one drink last 
through a whole party ! Her mouth 
sort of slid off to one side in a foolish 
smile, and she was keeping her neck 
stiff as if she were afraid that if she 
relaxed it for a minute, her head would 
loll. 



I was up like a shot and got her away 
from Baxter and into a chair. "I ought 
to punch you right in the nose !" I told 
him angrily. 

"Listen, I had nothing to do with 
this," he replied, eyeing Betty with dis- 
taste. "I've been dating her, believing 
she was a decent young woman. Now 
I see she's just like all the rest of 
these — " 

I didn't let him finish. I had him for 
size, so I practically tossed him through 
the door. Then I hurried back to Betty. 
"Did he try to make love to you? Be- 
cause if he did, I'll kill him !" 

"Nat try to make love to me?" It 
struck her so funny that she forgot to 
keep her neck stiff, and her head fell 
to one side. "Oh, Dan, you would 
think of that." 

I took a deep breath. "What did 
happen ? This isn't like you." 

The crooked smile disappeared, and 
she put one hand over her eyes. "Things 
have been building, building up inside 
me." Her voice was thick and stumbling. 

"What things?" 

"I — It doesn't matter," she said 
wearily, and her hand dropped away 
from her eyes as if she were too tired 
to hold it there. 

"I'll help you to bed. You'll feel bet- 
ter after a good night's sleep." I swung 
her up into my arms and carried her 
to her bedroom. It brought back a rush 
of memories that I tried to stifle. When 
I put her down on her bed, she clung to 
me and murmured, "Dan, Dan." And 
then she was kissing me. For a few 
moments, as her body became alive in 



my arms, all reason fled my mind. Then 
I stood up quickly, fighting the wild 
desire that swept through me. 

"Don't go away, Dan, please," she 
begged, holding out her arms again. 

"Now, Betty, you don't really want 
this," I said, trying to speak calmly. 
"You've just had a few too many 
drinks." 

She shook her head. "I want you." 
Her voice caught. "Oh, Dan, how I 
want you !" 

I clenched my fists and swallowed. 
It would be so easy to give in to her 
pleas and to my own desire. I wanted 
her, too, so much that sometimes I felt 
sick from it. But I wasn't going to 
take advantage of her like that. I didn't 
know what was torturing her, but I did 
know that when she woke up in the 
morning sober and realized that she 
had gotten me to make love to her, she 
would hate herself. I wouldn't do any- 
thing to add to her misery. 

"Here, let's get your shoes off. And 
your dress," I said, undressing her as 
if she were as young as Doug, and all 
the time she was crying and begging, 
"Please, Dan, please." 

I tried to keep my eyes off that slen- 
der body that I remembered so well. I 
was sweating and my breath was com- 
ing in ragged gasps by the time I got 
out of there. I lit a cigarette and smoked 
it so fast my lungs burned like fire. By 
the time I had finished a second one, I 
had myself under control. The sound 
of Betty's soft sobbing had stopped by 
then, and I knew she was asleep. I 
decided I'd better stay the night. If 
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Doug woke up. Betty would never hear 
him. Il was nearly four a.m. hefore 
I fell asleep nn the couch. 

The next morning I got 
Doug up and fed and off to school be- 
fore Betty woke up. I told Doug that 
Betty was sick. 

"Is she real sick. Dad?" he asked, 
worried. 

"No, it's just a flu hug or something. 
She'll be as good as new by tomorrow." 

After he left, I called "Betty's boss 
and told htm the same thing. Then I 
made a pot of strong coffee. I was in 
the kitchen drinking a cup when 1 heard 
her get up and turn on the shower. 
After a while she came to the kitchen 
as white as the terry cloth robe she 
wore. She stood there in the doorway 
a minute, her hands deep in the pockets 
of her robe. Then she said. "What 
must you think of me ?" 

I grinned and poured her a cup of 
coffee. "I think you're a very nice girl 
with a poor head for liquor. You'd do 



white robes in heaven and reap the 
added glory that my early religion 
promised me. 

My childhood friends and relatives 
have disowned me. If I were to meet 
my mother and father on the street, 
they would ignore me as a stranger. 
My father's last words burned deep 
into my conscience. He was angry 
when he spoke. "Before God, vou are 
a blackened sinner. Kuth." he said an- 
grily. "Even if you are my own flesh 
and blood. I hope I will never have to 
look upon your face again." 

In his eyes I am an outcast. I have 
violated the beliefs of his God and our 
church. My family thinks I have dis- 
graced them and all the others in our 
little town. Even Abby, my sister and 
playmate, has turned against me. 

It was the summer I was twelve 
years old that something happened that 
was going to hurl me into a completely 
new and strange world. 

Like any normal child, I was happy 
playing with the other children in our 
little settlement in northwest Arizona. 
We went to a school taught by one of 
the staunch supporters of our church. 
Her name was Rebecca Robins. She 
was stern, and we feared to disobey her. 

We learned to read, write, and do 
arithmetic. We girls were given sep- 
arate, special attention and taught that 
our female body was our greatest glory. 
We were told that God had been ex- 
tremely good in giving us the kind of 
body that would give birth to other 
human beings — many of them. W e 
were assured that only if we followed 
these teachings would we be permitted 
the supreme glory of wearing pure 
white robes in heaven. It was all very 
beautiful ami wonderful, the way Re- 
becca told it to us. 

My father was stern. In fact, all the 
grownups seemed to be that way. As 
we children grew up. we became more 
sober ami serious. Only the smaller 



better sticking to this." I said, handing 
her the cup and pulling up a chair for 
her. 

She took a sip cautiously. "I'm so 
ashamed." 

"Forget it. I understand." 

She glanced up at me. "Do you?" 
She continued staring at me. and finally 
she asked. "Why didn't you make love 
to me, Dan ?" 

I shrugged and looked down at my 
cup so she couldn't see how shook I 
was, just remembering. "I'll have to 
admit I was tempted. But I knew how 
you'd feel this morning. I couldn't do 
that to you." 

"Vou mean you knew I'd hate my- 
self and you didn't want to !>e respon- 
sible for that ?" 

"Vou seem to have some sort of 
trouble. I didn't want to add to it." 

"Oh. Dan. do you know what my 
trouble is?" she cried softly. 

Something in her voice made me look 
up. She was leaning toward me. Color 
had come back into her face. 



ones seemed to he able to indulge in 
laughter without effort. But this seri- 
ousness was as much our life as the 
rising and the setting of the sun in our 
beautiful mountain homeland. We ac- 
cepted it. We were shut off from the 
world. We had nothing with which to 
compare what we were taught. 

The trouble started in the evening 
late in the summer 1 was twelve years 
old. I remember it vividly. There 
seemed to Ik- a kind of suppressed ex- 
citement among the grownups. All the 
men and boys in the village, who had 
been working in the fields, suddenly 
came in. They collected in small groups, 
whispering and looking fearfully down 
the only road that came into our town. 

It was barely dark when Abby. my 
sister, and I were sent to lied. 1 could 
tell by the way Father acted that he 
was disturbed about something. There 
was none of the tenderness in his voice 
as he spoke to us. 

"You girls get to bet!, and 1 don't 
want a sound out of you," he said curtly. 
Then he closed the bedroom door (irmly. 

In a worried whisper 1 asked my 
sister why we had been put to bed so 
early. Abby was bursting with excite- 
ment. "I heard Mother and Sylvia 
talking." she confided. "Sylvia heard 
some of the men say that Jasper Aikens 
rode in on horseback over the moun- 
tain trail. He told Father that officers 
of the law were coming tonight when 
we were all asleep." 

That sent a chill down my spine. 
Officers of the law always meant trouble. 
They had come once before. I could 
remember it so clearly. They'd asked 
many Questions, I remember one of 
them talking to my father. "Which one 
of these women is your wife ?" he'd 
asked grimly. 

"Vou have no right to come in my 
house this way," my father retorted 
evenly, standing in the doorway. "1 
know the law. You have to have a 



"You've been different these last 
months. Dan. So much nicer. I kept 
telling myself not to hope, that I'd only 
get hurt again, but all the time I've been 
loving you and wanting you. and it's 
been tearing me apart." 

I couldn't say anything. I couldn't 
believe my ears. 

"But vim have changed! Last night 
proves it. Once you'd have made low 
to me without a thought for the conse- 
quences. Oh. darling, now I can love 
you and not tear myself to pieces 
over it !" 

Tears began to run down her checks, 
and I gathered her up into my amis 
with a hoarse cry. 

"Do you mean it, Betty?' 

"Yes, Dan ' Oh, yes !" 

I held onto her as tightly as I coujd. 
Two months ago I had written my sell 
off as a guy who had had his chance- 
and muffed them. Now I was being 
given a new slate. I knew I'd be mighty 
careful what I wrote nn this .me. 

* THK K \ I ■ 



search warrant to come in here. You 
don't have one." 

" You know the law . do vou ?" [lie 
officer said with a sneer. "Then you 
must know that the law allows each 
man only one wile. Which one of these 
women is your wife?" 

".Annie here is my wile." my lather 
said calmly, pointing to ray mother. 

"Then who is this?" he asked point- 
ing to Fanny, who had just come in. 

It was Mother who spoke up. "Fanny 
is my sister," she said through tightly 
compressed lips. "She is visiting here 
with us." 

"Well, bow about this one ?" the 
officer said, indicating Sylvia. Sylvia 
was standing by the stove, her face 
white. 

"She is hoarding here until spring. 
Father said, his eyes blazing with out- 
rage that outsiders would come into bis 
house and inquire about things that he 
considered none of their hu<ine-s. 

But I knew that Father had 
not told the truth. Fanny was not my 
mother's sister and Sylvia was not visit- 
ing — she lived with us. Both Fanny and 
Sylvia were Father's younger wives in 
celestial marriage. You see. we were 
members of the Fundamentalist Mor- 
mon Church, which teaches that it is 
God's will that men have more than 
one wife so that more souls will lie 
brought into the world. But l>ecause 
of the officers. Father had to conceal 
this fact. 

The officers left, and our home re- 
turned to normal. But I heard Father 
talking to Mother. "They'll be hack." 
he said grimly. "They're not done. 
They'll never cease to persecute us. But 
we'll be ready for them when they come 
next time. We'll prepare for them." 

The very next day Father and some 
of the other men in the settlement 
started building some cabins. Father 
moved Fanny and Sylvia over into 
them. 

A long time passed. It began to 
look like Father had been wrong. The 
officers from outside did not come hack. 
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so we settled down and everything was 
quiet and peaceful in our little village, 
which we called Vermillion. 

I was too young to understand every- 
thing fully, but we were bursting with 
pride and happiness when Sylvia gave 
birth to a darling baby girl. It was just 
a short time after that that the whole 
town again looked upon Father with 
envy when Fanny had her baby and it 
also was a girl. 

I heard Elder Boskius talking to 
Father. ''God smiles his approval upon 
you, Jacob," he said reverently. "Our 
church needs girls to help us liberate 
the souls that are waiting to be born. 
You have done well." 

Father was proud but humble. "It is 
the will of God. Elder Boskins," he said 
quietly. "T dedicate myself to the will 
of God." 

"May God bless you further, Jacob." 
he said approvingly. 

Elder Boskins was respected. He was 
the minister in our church. We had 
been told from as far back as we could 
remember that our elder. . the one who 
preached to us on Sundays, was some- 
one very special — our revelator — a rep- 
resentative of God here on earth. So 
you will understand our pride when 
Elder Boskins spoke with such glowing 
words to our father. 

All try's flashed through my mind as T 
listened- to Abby and her frightening 
news that on this very night the officers 
of the law might come again to our 
town, bent on persecuting us and dis- 
turbing our way of life. 

"What will they do?" I asked breath- 
lessly. Abby was two years older than 
I, and of course T looked up to her as 
being more worldly-wise and better in- 
formed. 

But before Abby could answer, our 
bedroom door opened and there stood 
Father with a kerosene lamp in his 
hand. He came in and closed the door. 
Abby and I both watted. We never 
spoke to Father first. We always waited 
for him to speak what was on his mind. 

"I want you girls to listen carefully," 
he said in a strained voice. "There 
will be men here tonight — policemen. 
They mean us no good. They are a part 
of the devil's plan to persecute us. We 
will show them that our faith is stronger 
than they or their guns or their prisons. 
You girls can help." 

He looked at us. His handsome face 
was set in grim lines, his wavy black 
hair hung almost to his shoulders. He 
was every inch a man, and we were 
proud of Father. 

"They will try to question you girls," 
he conTTmied^^so remember" — and he 
looked at us wWr -b'^njjr eyes — "re- 
member, neither of you is to "Open your 
mouth to answer their questions.- Do 
you understand?" 

"Yes. Father," Abby spoke up 
quickly. 

"Yes — yes, Father," I stammered, 
not quite understanding why. 

Without another word Father turned 
and closed the door, leaving us breath- 
less in the darkened room. His words 
burned deeply into my soul. 1 shall 
never forget them. We lay huddled 
together on the bed, trying to draw 
strength and courage from the presence 
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of the other. I felt the more dependent 
and I think the more frightened. 

"Why do they do this to us, Abby?" 
I cried in an agonized whisper. "Why 
can't they leave us alone?" 

I knew Abby was frightened, too, 
because I could feel her tremble, but I 
was proud of her because she always 
knew what to do, and I always came 
to her with my problems. 

"They can't stand to see us live here 
peaceful and happy," Abby said a little 
nervously. "They want to force their 
way of life on us. But we'll do just 
as Father says. They can't make us 
tell." 

"Tell?" I cried. "What will they 
want us to tell ?" 

'"They want to take away from us 
women our chance to wear the white 
robes in heaven," Abby said through 
clenched teeth. "They want to break 
up our beliefs in God. If they find out 
Father has taken Fanny and Sylvia for 
wives, as well as our mother, they'll 
put him in prison. That's what they 
want to do and — " 



Abby stopped short in the 
middle of what she was saying. The 
shrill barking of our dog was followed 
by the sound of an approaching auto- 
mobile. The headlights played ghostlike 
on the walls of our room as it rounded 
the curve by our house. 

Abby sprang from bed in her night- 
gown and peered out from behind the 
curtains. "Oh, there are a lot of cars, 
and they are loaded with men — officers !" 
she cried. She came back to bed, and 
we lay there close to each other, waiting 
for what might come. 

T heard Father open the door. 

"You are Jacob Wollcott, are you 
not?" I heard a voice say. 

"Yes, I am Jacob Wollcott," Father 
said firmly. 

"I have a warrant here to search your 
house, - ' the voice said. 

"I am a law-abiding man," I heard 
Father say. "But I warn you, you are 
trespassing in the household of a man 
who believes in the teachings of God." 

Abby and I lay still hardly daring 
to breathe. Then she whispered, "Now 
remember, Ruth, they can't make us 
talk, and we will tell them nothing." 
In Abby's voice there was a firm note 
of resolution, and I felt my own deter- 
mination mount. 

Presently we heard footsteps across 
the kitchen, and then our door flew 
open. We saw the figure of a man in 
the uniform of the state police of Ari- 
zona. He came into our room, carrying 
a huge flashlight in his hand. He 
turned to Father, who was just behind 
him. "I suppose these are your children, 
Wollcott?" he said, and Father nodded 
his head. "What are their names?" 

The man came over close to our bed, 
and Father followed. "Their names are 
Ruth and Abby," Father said, then 
continued, "Ruth on the far side is 
twelve years old, Abby is — " 

The officer cut in, "Never mind," he 
said gruffly, "I'll do all the talking 
from now on." 

He looked sternly at Abby. "Abby, 
m y girl, who lives in this little cabin 



beside your house? You must tell me." 

I was glad of the bedcovers because 
I was trembling so. That was where 
Sylvia lived. Abby was right. They 
were going to question us about Sylvia 
and Fanny. I looked at Abby. Her 
eyes stared straight at the officer, but 
her lips were tight. She stared, but 
she said nothing. 

"I said," he repeated, more gruffly 
this time, "who is it lives in this cabin 
next to yours?" 

A defiant look spread over Abby's 
face. Her Hps tightened, but not a 
sound escaped her lips. By the light 
Father held, I could see the officer's 
face turn an angry pink, and the cords 
stood out on his neck. 

Then his gaze shifted to me. "All 
right, you," he said. "Who lives in 
those two houses next to yours?" 

My heart was up in my throat. Then 
I felt Abby's hand steal over mine 
under the covers. She squeezed it en- 
couragingly. I felt better. I looked 
straight into his eyes, but my lips were 
sealed. 

It was the officer who first spoke. He 
turned to Father. "Well, Wollcott," 
he said grimly, "you got them trained 
pretty well. It's the same old thing. 
You've got a settlement of silent women 
here. Even the little ones that you're 
about ready to marry off — you've got 
them clammed up as tight as the old 
ones. But it won't do you any good 
this time. I'm afraid we've got the 
goods on you." 

Father glared at him, and they both 
left our room. Abby and I breathed a 
sigh of relief, then we both heard the 
voice of the officer in the kitchen. 

"Wollcott," I heard him say, "for- 
tunately we don't need to depend on 
your children to tell us. We've had a 
secret investigator in your village for 
over a year. You didn't know you were 
being watched. You've broken the law 
by having too many wives. You've al- 
ready had a child by a woman who calls 
herself Sylvia Adams. You've had an- 
other child by Fanny Franklin. You've 
taken both as wives by your celestial 
marriage deal. Besides that, you have 
the first wife that you admit having." 

Abby and I listened breathlessly. My 
father said not a word. There was a 
brief silence, then the officer's voice 
went on. "These other two wives used 
to live with you in this house until the 
last raid. Then you got busy and built 
the cabins for them to make it look like 
they lived alone. But in court we'll 
prove you take turns spending your 
nights with your three wives. I'd say 
you polygs have just about had it. It 
will be a long time before you spend 
the night with any of your wives again." 

FATHER had to go with the 
officers that night. They put him in 
jail at Webster, a town over the moun- 
tains from our settlement. 

The police made all of the women 
suspected of being wives come to the 
court trials with their children. Mother 
took Abby and me. Sylvia and Fanny 
took their babies. 

The courtroom was crowded, and 
people stared at us. I felt terrible at 
being made to feel that we had done 



something disgraceful. Abby was defi- 
ant, but I couldn't help feeling the pain 
of every leer and every self-righteous 
smile in the audience. 

Father was convicted. "Jacob Woll- 
cott," the judge said sternly, "before I 
pronounce sentence, do you have any- 
thing to say for yourself?" 

Father stood up. "Men and women 
have suffered religious persecution since 
the beginning of time." he said evenly. 
"We have done no wrong. We are 
following God's word and worshiping 
according to the dictates of our con- 
science. The nation's constitution gives 
us all the right of religious worship. 
We have done only that. You have tt 
in your power to send me to prison. 
You can take my family away from me. 
But you can never change God's word. 
You can never break the spirit of our 
people." 

The courtroom hung breathlessly on 
every word. I felt a surge of pride in 
my handsome father and the fearless 
way he faced the people that day. 
Abby's expression was one of exalted 
joy. 

The judge swallowed hard and then 
cleared his throat and spoke in a boom- 
ing voice. "Jacob Wollcott, you have 
been convicted of breaking the law by 
indulging in the practice of plural mar- 
riage. I sentence you to five years in 
the state prison at hard labor." He 
banged his gavel, and it was over. 

One by one the other men who were 
accused were sentenced, and the officers 
led them away. The women never al- 
lowed the expression on their faces to 
change. What they felt in their hearts 
was concealed by a stoic mask as they 
filed out of the courtroom. 

But our troubles were not over. Each 
family was shown separately into the 
private chamber of the judge. Sylvia 
and Fanny with their babies sat beside 
Mother and Abby and me when our 
turn came. 

The judge looked over his spectacles. 
"I'm prepared to offer you mothers a 
chance to mend your ways and live out 
a life of respectability." he began kindly. 
"If each of you will sign this paper, 
you will be released by this court and 
allowed to go back to your homes. The 
paper you sign will be a promise that 
you renounce plural marriage and will 
not return to that way of life." 

When Mother understood the full 
meaning of the judge's words, her face 
turned white. I glanced at Sylvia and 
Fanny. They, too, looked a sickly 
white. 

I could grasp a part of the impor- 
tance of what was wanted. I knew that 
to sign the pap£r_**:e judge had before 
him would force Fanny and Sylvia to 
give up all claim on Father and re- 
nounce their religious belief. I remem- 
ber thinking how brutally cruel that 
would be to them. How could the law 
do such a thing to us? Then I grew 
suddenly resentful of the man who was 
offering them this way out. I hated 
him for what he was trying to do to us. 

"Which of you will sign first?" the 
judge asked. 

I saw Mother slowly shake her head. 
Sylvia and Fanny followed by the same 
sign. The judge looked surprised. 



"Come now," he said, "the first woman 
to marry Jacob Wollcott is his real 
wife. Legally, you other two have no 
husband." 

No one spoke as the big clock on 
the wall ticked loudly. 

Finally Mother spoke. "I'm sure we 
feel alike." she said with determination 
in her voice. "We cannot sign such a 
thing. It is cruel and against our con- 
science." 

The judge's mouth dropped open in 
amazement. "Is that the way you feel, 
too ?" he said, looking at Fanny and 
Sylvia. 

"Yes," they both said quickly, almost 

at once. 

The judge swallowed hard. It was 
plain that he was dunifounded at the 
resolution and courage of the women 
before him. He hesitated. Then he 
tapped the desk before him with a pen- 
cil. When he looked up again, his face 
was grim. 

"In that case, I'm afraid this court 
will be forced to take action until such 
time as you decide to comply." he said. 
Then after a pause he added. "Do you 
understand that if you do not sign this 
affidavit, the court will declare vour 
children illegitimate, and then I am 
empowered to place them in suitable 
homes where they may grow up to be- 
come good, law-abiding citizens." 

Mother cleared her throat "We 
know you can do this," she said in an 
even voice, "but you will have to answer 
to God for your act, and may God have 
mercy on your soul. You cannot change 
the dictates of the conscience of God- 
fearing people. You cannot break the 
deep ties that bind us to our husband. 
God has given us — all of us — children. 
They are the bonds that hold us tight. 
They are God's manifest approval of 
our way of life. We are sealed to our 
husband in this life and through all 
eternity. All you can hope to do is 
cause us more heartache and suffering 
by taking our children from us. But 
not even by that can you force us 
against the word of God as we under- 
stand it. You can do nothing but take 
our children from us." 

For a full minute the judge stared at 
Mother. Very erect, she returned his 
stare. Not in one small part did she 
show that she was prepared to give in. 
Sylvia and Fanny were much younger 
and less sure of themselves. They 
might have broken down and given in. 
but with Mother as an example they, 
too, looked their defiance at the man 
before them. The three of them pre- 
sented a solid front of determination. 

THAT same day Abby and I 
were torn from our mother and taken 
to the children's shelter. The judge 
ruled that children five years and under 
would be left with their mothers so 
Sylvia and Fanny were allowed to keep 
their babies and go back to our town. 
Vermillion, under the jurisdiction of 
the court. 

I thought I would die of loneliness 
and homesickness. But Abby set her 
jaw with fierce determination and never 
shed a tear. My pillow was damp with 
tears every night as we waited for the 
law to do with us as they had decided. 
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in antiseptic and germicidal action than 
old-fashioned homemade solutions. It is 
far safer to delicate tissues than other 
liquid antiseptics for the douche. It 
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motes confidence. 
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their doctors. * 
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Abby seemed to grow adult over- 
night. "All they can do." she said 
grimly, "is to make us suffer and be 
miserable. Mother is right. What God 
has done can't be changed. I love 
Mother and Father, and someday I'll 
make them both proud of me." 

"But what can we do, Abby?" I 
sobbed. 

"Just remember how brave Father 
was," she snapped, "and think how 
miserable Mother is all alone. They 
should give you courage to stand any- 
thing they can do to us." 

Then in spite of her determination, 
Abby broke down, and we both sobbed 
ourselves to sleep. And that was the 
last night I spent with Abby for four 
long years. 

The next day I got on a bus with a 
welfare worker, and we traveled for 
almost half a day. She was kind to 
me. She bought some candy and pop- 
corn at the station that we passed. 1 
tried to eat it because it tasted good. 
In Vermillion we didn't have such 
things. But I was so miserable and 
lonesome, I could eat very little. 

We got off the bus at Wellington, a 
small town out on the Arizona desert. 
The welfare worker got a taxi, and it 
took us out to the edge of town. We 
stopped at a big house with a nice green 
lawn and garden. A gray -haired, 
motherly woman came to the door. 

"This is Ruthie Wollcott, Mrs. San- 
ders," the welfare worker said. It was 
apparent that arrangements had been 
made in advance. 
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"Yes, come on in, Ruthie,"' Mrs. San- 
ders said. "We were expecting you." 
In spite of myself 1 took an instant 
liking to Mrs. Sanders. She was so 
kind and gentle. 

The welfare worker who'd brought 
me soon left, and I was alone in the 
home where I was to spend the next 
four years. Mrs. Sanders was not at 
all like my mother. She smiled and 
appeared friendly. 1 don't know what 
made me, but all at once the tears came 
to my eyes, and before I knew what 
was happening, my new foster mother 
had me in her arms and was patting 
my back. I sobbed uncontrollably on 
her shoulder while she murmured kind 
words in ray ear. 

"Ruthie, you're so sweet," she said 
with a catch in her voice. "I'm sure 
we're going to love you just like our 
own little girl that we could never 
have. God is so good to let you come 
to live with us." 

"But it wasn't God's will !" I cried 
rebelliously. "It was the law and a 
mean old man — that judge and — " 

"How can we be sure what God has 
in store for us ?" she said, giving me 
an extra squeeze. "Sometimes God 
works in mysterious ways." 

Everything was so dif- 

erent living with the Sanders. I didn't 
know what to do or how to act. I think 
Mrs. Sanders captured my heart com- 
pletely when she took me shopping and 
bought me the most beautiful clothes. 
I had never seen anything so beautiful 
in my life. Nobody in Vermillion ever 
had clothing like that. 

I could hardly believe it was me 
when the store clerk lead me before 
a mirror and I could look at myself. I 
turned to Mrs. Sanders. "You mean 
this — you're buying this for me, for 
my very own?" I asked in astonishment. 

She beamed at me. "This is just the 
first dress we're going to buy you," she 
said. "There will be others. Now well 
have to pick out your school clothes, 
your shoes and underclothing." 

I was glad I had time to get used to 
my foster home before I had to start 
to school. Mrs. Sanders showed me so 
many things. She told me so much 
about how they lived. She always ended 
our little confidential conversations 
with, "We want you to be very happy, 
Ruthie. I envy your mother having a 
little girl like you, and we want you to 
be happy while you're with us." 

I went to church with Mr. and Mrs. 
Sanders every Sunday. They went to 
a big, beautiful church, and I was de- 
lighted to find that it was a Mormon 
church just like ours in Vermillion, but 
bigger. 

Then there was one other thing that 
I noticed was different. When we went 
to church, I saw the mothers and 
fathers come with their children, and 
they all sat together in little family 
groups just like at home. But there was 
always just one modier in each family. 
I asked Mrs. Sanders about it one day 
when we got home from church. 

A funny expression came over her 
face. "Ruthie, I'll have to tell you a 
little story, so you will understand 
something that is very important," she 



said. "We call our church the Re- 
formed Mormon Church. The one your 
family belonged to also was a Mormon 
church, but they call themselves Funda- 
mentalists." 

She paused, and her face was 
thoughtful. "Many years ago," she 
said, looking out into space, "when our 
people first came to Utah, they had a 
dreadfully hard time. The Indians 
killed some of the men. Then the Civil 
War came. A lot more of the young 
Mormon men went to fight. Only a 
few of them came back." 

She stopped again and then went on. 
"There came a time when there were 
twice as many women as men in our 
settlements," she said. "We Mormons 
were very practical and realistic people. 
Our leaders saw that with so many 
more women than men it would mean 
that all the extra women would be de- 
prived of the joy of home, marriage, 
and children. The people nut this prob- 
lem before the leaders of the church. 
So the leaders of the church permitted 
some of the men who could afford it to 
marry a second wife, if the first wife 
did not object." 

"That's the way it all got started, 
Ruthie,'' she said. "These grandfathers 
of ours had this problem, and that is the 
way they solved it." 

Mrs. Sanders brightened as she went 
on. "After a while when the problem 
no longer existed," she said, "our lead- 
ers knew that such a practice w ; as no 
longer necessary and would cause 
trouble. There came that time when it 
was no longer necessary to resort to 
plural marriage, so our church ordered 
it stopped. But there were a very few 
in our church who believed that plural 
marriage was still God's will like in 
Bible times, and they continued it. They 
call themselves Fundamentalists. We in 
die Reformed Church do not believe in 
it any more. We think that a man 
should have only one wife. Ruthie. 
that is why the people in Vermillion 
got into trouble with the law. Now do 
you understand?" 

I didn't say a word to her. I turned 
and ran up the stairs to my room and 
threw myself across my bed. I felt 
like a ship that has suddenly lost its 
anchor. In my mind I struggled. Every- 
thing I had ever believed had been 
struck a cruel blow. I felt lost 

Into the night I thought and strug- 
gled to see the right. Mrs. Sanders's 
words kept coming back to me. Then I 
thought of my home — my mother, Syl- 
via, and Fanny. Something was ter- 
ribly wrong. 

I finally made up my mind. Mrs. 
Sanders had been good to me. I had 
to admit diat to myself. But it looked 
to me then that it had all been to a 
purpose. It had been to wean me away 
from Mother and Father. It was all a 
part of a cruel plan. It was just like 
Father had said. All of this foster home 
business was just the persecution Father 
had spoken about. They were keeping 
me away from my real home. 

Then there was Abby. Oh, how I 
wished I could see Abby ! She would 
know what to do. Then the terrible 
loneliness swept over me, and not even 
the beautiful clothing and the kind 



treatment of the Sanderses could make 
up for all that I felt. I longed to see 
my parents, Abby, and our little settle- 
ment at Vermillion. 

Then I understood how Abby had 
felt the last time I had seen her. I re- 
membered clearly what she had said. 
" Remember how brave Father was," 
she'd said, "and think how miserable 
Mother is all alone. Outsiders will tell 
you anything. It's all a way to persecute 
us and to break our beliefs in God." I 
remembered the extreme bitterness in 
Abby's voice, and now I found it echoed 
in my own heart. 

Now I knew. Abby had been right. 
I understood because now I'd suddenly 
grown up, just like Abby. I felt strong. 

The sense of confidence generated a 
kind of craftiness in my mind. Intelli- 
gence told nie I would have to stay with 
the Sanderses because the law was 
stronger than I was. But there would 
come a day, I said to myself. 

W^ITH my return of confi- 
dence I knew I'd never again become 
weak and allow myself to think disloyal 
things about Mother and Father and 
about the teachings of God. How could 
I be weak in face of all the things I 
knew about God and all the wonderful 
things I'd have in heaven? 

That night marked a change in my 
life with the Sanderses. And in an- 
other way there was something else 
beginning to happen. Twelve years old 
isn't very old to become real grown- 
up, but there were strange feelings 
within me that made me know I was 
no longer a child. My body was chang- 
ing and filling out It made me feel 
important 

Mrs. Sanders must have guessed 
what was going on because she gave 
nie some books and she tried to explain 
what it meant to become a woman. It 
was a delightful, if a little frightening, 
adventure. How I longed to talk it 
over with Abby ! 

1 did very well in school, but 1 found 
it difficult to mix with the others. Most 
of the boys and girls in my class were 
younger than I. The teachers said I 
was behind according to my age. I 
surprised them all by finishing the sixth 
and seventh grades in one year. I 
learned easily. But this school was so 
different from the one under Rebecca. 
Never once did the teacher mention the 
glory of us women and the long, pure 
white robes we would wear in heaven. 

Mr. Sanders, especially, was delighted 
with my schoolwork. "Well, well," he 
said, "I guess we'll have to begin to 
think of college for our little Ruthie." 

I was pleased to hear him praise me. 
but deep inside there was only one 
thing I really wanted. 1 wanted to go 
back to my people in Vermillion. 

Then one day Mrs. Sanders men- 
tioned something about my going back. 
"The court order that placed you with 
us, Ruthie." she said, "is good until 
you are sixteen. By then you will be 
almost through high school. After that 
we would like you to let us send you 
through college, just as if you were our 
own daughter. What do you think you'd 
like to study ?" 

"T don't know," I said, but in my 
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heart there was a leap of joy. I didn't 
want Mr. and Mrs. Sanders to send me 
to college. All I wanted was to go back 
to Vermillion where I'd been born and 
raised. 

It seemed a long time until my six- 
teenth birthday, and I longed for it. I 
was a little hard pressed to explain my 
feelings to Mr. and Mrs. Sanders. I 
didn't want to hurt them, so I didn't say 
anything. I just waited for the time 
to pass. 

And time passed fairly rapidly. There 
were so many things to do. My school- 
work took a lot of time, and I guess I 
worked hard to cover up the longings 
I had for the time when I could go 
home. 

I'm a little ashamed now to look back 
and realize the pain I caused the San- 
derses when my sixteenth birthday ar- 
rived. I didn't realize what it meant 
to Mrs. Sanders to have me stay with 
them. I didn't know until long after- 
ward that they had contacted the au- 
thorities originally and asked that their 
home be selected as a foster home for 
the polygamy children taken from Ver- 
million. 

The day I left the Sanderses, I was 
bursting with suppressed excitement. 
My release from the court had come 
through. I would be permitted to exer- 
cise my own wishes on what I wanted 
to do. 

"We had hoped you'd stay with us. 
dear," Mrs. Sanders said with tears 
in her eyes. "You've been like our own 
daughter, and we hate to have you go 
away." 

T felt terrible that she should feel 
this way, and it kind of spoiled going 
home for me. But I was determined. 
I'd dreamed of it. and now it was here. 

"I just have to go to my parents," I 
said guiltily. "I feel that they need me. 
But I do thank you from the bottom 
of my heart for everything." 

"God bless you, Ruthie," she sobbed, 
"but if you ever need a home, come 
back to us." 

I hadn't realized what the Sanderses 
had done for me or what a different 
person I had become. Things happen 
slowly. And it wasn't until almost too 
late that the shock came that made me 
realize how I'd changed. 

As I rode the bus toward 
home, I could hardly contain my ex- 
citement. I thrilled at the red-tinged 
mountains and the broad wastelands, 
the canyons, the red cliffs, and the semi- 
desert vegetation that I had known all 
my life. 

The bus stopped at Webster. This 
was where the trials had been held. It 
was also the largest town near Vermil- 
lion. There was no railroad or busline 
to Vermillion. I knew I'd have to go to 
a garage and hire a car to take me up 
the winding mountain road to my par- 
ents and friends. 

I walked up the street of Webster 
with my suitcase, which had been a 
present from the Sanderses before I 
left. It was full of clothes the Sanderses 
had bought for me. Things looked so 
different. Webster had changed in the 
four years I'd been away. 

I went into a garage to see about get- 



ting home. The man looked at me 
quickly when I told him I wanted to 
go to Vermillion. 

"Yes — yes," he said, "one of my 
young mechanics knows the road. He 
used to live up there. He can take you." 
Then he paused a moment and looked 
me over before he went on. "Are you 
acquainted with Vermillion?" 

"Why, of course," I said with a smile. 
"I was born there. I've been away. I'm 
just returning." His mouth flew open, 
but he didn't say anything else. I won- 
dered why he acted like he did. 

But he took my suitcase and led me 
out in back. The man who came to 
drive the car looked vaguely familiar. 

"Ruthie!" he cried, and a smile 
spread over his face. Then I recognized 
him. It was Phil Collins. I remem- 
bered him. He was Joseph Coltins's 
eldest son. He didn't say anything, 
and in a few moments we were out on 
the desert road heading west toward 
Vermillion. 

"Ruthie, did you know your father 
just got out?" he asked. "About a 
month ago. I took him to Vermillion. 
All the others are out now, too. I guess 
they got out early on good behavior." 

"Father's home ?*' He nodded. A 
thrill ran through me. We drove a little 
while. My mind was excited. I thought 
of home and everybody. How glad I 
would be to see them ! 

Then Phil spoke again. "Ruthie, are 
you sure you want to go back to Ver- 
million ?" 

"Why, of course, I am," I said in 
surprise. "I've got to go home — I've 
just got to, that's all." 

"Oh, sure," he said quickly. "Of 
course, you want to see your folks. But 
what I mean is, I don't want you to 
stay in Vermillion." 

"Well, why not?" I asked, a little 
annoyed. 

"Well, it's not the place for a nice, 
pretty girl like you," he blurted out. 
"Ruthie, you've been away for a long 
time. You don't realize it. I don't really 
think you belong to that bunch of 
polygs. I know. I had to get out. I 
don't like the way they do things. My 
folks didn't want me to go, but I had 
to get out of there. And I always liked 
you, Ruthie, even when you were little." 

When I was staying with the San- 
derses, some of the boys in high school 
had tried to get fresh with me, but I 
always froze them with an icy stare. 
But Phil was one of my own kind. He 
was from Vermillion. It was kind of 
nice to have him say that he liked me. 
But what he said about not going back 
to Vermillion just didn't make sense. 

I felt my face flush. I was surprised, 
but Phil went on. "I used to always 
kind of pretend to myself that you were 
my girl," he said. "And — and — well, 
after you've seen your folks, come back 
to Webster. You can get a job if you 
want to. Don't let them talk you into 
staying in Vermillion." 

"Phil, don't be ridiculous," I said 
quickly. "The people in Vermillion are 
my people. I have to go back." 

"I don't think they're your people 
any more," Phil said. 

We drove a little while saying noth- 
ing, and then he spoke again. T just 
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don't think they are your kind of 
people,'' he said. "I changed my mind 
about the whole thing, and T'll bet you 
do, too." 

That was all Phil said. I didn't think 
much more about it. I began to recog- 
nize old landmarks, and finally we came 
over a hill and there was Vermillion. 
It looked just like it always had. I'd 
dreamed about it thousands of times 
over the last four years. 

Phil drove up in front of our house. 
As I got out of the car, he said, "Please, 
Ruthie. don't let them change you. 
Don't let them fill you full of this plural 
wives, glory- in-heaven stuff. I'm com- 
ing out to see you, Ruthie. If you need 
me, I'll help you." 

But I was too excited right then to 
pay much attention to him and what 
he said. I ran in the front door, and 
the first person I saw was Mother. 
She looked older, and her hair was 
grayer than it had been. I threw my 
arms around her and sobbed, "Oh. 
Mother, I've been so homesick !" 

But Mother never was one to show 
her feelings. "All right, Ruthie," she 
said quietly, "but don't make such a 
fuss. I can see that you're back." She 
held me off to look at me for a moment. 

"I can see what they've done to you. 
I was afraid of it." Her lips became 
tightly pressed. 

"But, Mother," I cried, "I came home 
just as soon as they'd let me!" 

"It's about time," she said, pointing 
at my dress. "Look at all those silly 
clothes. I'll bet you've even got silk 
things next to your skin. To think 
what they've done to us God-fearing 
people ! Why, you're all painted up like 
a hussy of the streets!" 

I could have cried. I'd been so happy 
to get back. Now to have Mother sav 
things like that almost killed me. But 
I was in for a number of rude surprises 
that day. 

FATHER wouldn't even kiss 
me when he came in a few moments 
after that "Get those sinful things 
off!" he ordered with a roar, pointing 
to my dress. "I'll not have them in my 
house." He turned to Mother. "Anna, 
get this daughter in the bedroom," he 
commanded. "Don't let her out until 
she is presentable in God's sight." 

Mother half led and half pushed me 
into my old bedroom. "It's sinful, 
child," she said in an awed whisper. 
"It's a mortal sin to be dressed like 
that and let folks see you." 

She practically dragged off the dress 
of which I had been so proud. It was 
one Mrs. Sanders had bought especially 
for me to wear home. The underskirt 
she ripped and threw in the corner. 
She even ripped off my panties and a 
dainty bra, and I finally stood there 
weeping and naked. 

"Here — put these on," she said, hand- 
ing me a pair of rough black bloomers, 
some knitted stockings and a big, long, 
sort of Mother Hubbard dress. "They're 
mine, but they'll fit you near enough 
until we can make some a little smaller." 

My heart was like lead. Slowly I 
put on the things Mother told me to. 
She tore off a small ring that was on 
my left hand. It was set with my birth- 



stone. Mr. Sanders had gotten it for 
me for my sixteenth birthday. Then 
with a rough towel she started in wip- 
ing my face. 

By the feel of my face I knew the 
rouge was all gone, and it felt like part 
of the skin along with it. Then as if 
she were handling some distasteful ob- 
ject. Mother wadded up all my clothes 
in a bundle. She emptied my suitcase 
and started for the kitchen. I finished 
putting on the clothes she gave me and 
came out of the bedroom door in time 
to see Mother thrust the last of my 
lovely clothes into the kitchen stove. I 
thought I was going to cry right there, 
but I didn't want to in front of Father. 

"Well, this is some better," Father 
said as he eyed me up and down. 

Father paused a moment and then 
went on. "I suppose they filled your 
head with as much dirty stuff as they 
let you put on your body," he said 
grimly. "Well, you can get it out right 
away. You're over sixteen, and it's 
high time for vou to think of fulfilling 
God's will." 

Mother interrupted. "Give the girl 
a little time to get back on her feet. 
Jacob," she said. "She's not to blame. 
She'd had a hard time, too, just like us." 

"That will be enough from you, Annie, 
I'll not let you spoil this girl," he said 
harshly. "They've taken four years out 
or our lives. Now we've got to get on 
with God's mission." 

I wondered if diis could be some 
kind of bad dream and that soon I'd be 
waking up — or if it was really me, 
Ruthie Wollcott. Then it flashed on 
me what Phil had said. Now I under- 
stood what he'd meant. 

Then I thought I saw Abby. I didn't 
know if she had come home or it she 
was still away. But it looked like her 
coming up the path to the house. I 
looked again, and my eyes fairly popped 
out of my head. It was Abby, but she 
was leading a child by the hand. And 
furthermore. I could tell by her swollen 
figure that she was about to have an- 
other baby. 

"Abby — Abby!" I cried. "I'm home 
— I'm home!" I ran to the door to meet 
her. I gasped as I took her in my arms. 
Her face was blotched, and there were 
huge rings under her eyes. 

"Abby, you're married." I cried. 
"How wonderful !" 

"Oh, Ruthie, I'm so glad to see you." 
she said with a sigh. 

Once Abby was in the house, Mother 
took over little Glen — that's what they 
called the baby — and then Abby and I 
were into our old bedroom, chattering 
like a couple of magpies. 

Abby told her story. She had gone 
to a foster home like me, but she'd run 
off and come back to Vermillion. They'll 
hidden her in Elder Boskins's home. 
They thought if she was hidden there, 
they wouldn't be so likely to find her. 
The officers had come to look for her 
and actually searched our house, but 
they didn't find her, so eventually they 
went away. 

"But, who did you marry, Abby ?" I 
asked excitedly. 

Abby smiled. "Hush, you mustn't say 
anything about it to — to anybody," she 
warned. "That is. particularly to any- 



body who might be coming from out- 
side to Vermillion. But when I came 
back and they hid me at Elder Boskins's 
house, I had a wonderful experience. 
While I was hiding there, Elder Bos- 
kins had a revelation. God told him 
that I should be his wife. So that very 
nigh^ I was sealed to him. He only 
has two other wives, and one of them 
is a weak cow — she can't have any chil- 
dren." There was grim satisfaction in 
Abby's laugh as she spoke of the un- 
fortunate wife of Elder Boskins. 

I KNOW my mouth must 
have been open in wonderment. And I 
couldn't think of anything to say, so 
Abby went on. "When I got pregnant, 
I couldn't hide any more, so Mother 
told the law officers at Webster I'd 
come home pregnant and that my baby's 
father was in Salt Lake City. They be- 
lieved it. But that wasn't true. And, 
Ruthie, I'm so happy to have Elder Bos- 
kins's children. I want to have lots and 
lots more." 

But Abby didn't look the part of a 
happily pregnant mother to me, and I 
couldn't get over seeing how miserable 
she looked. 

I was still dumfounded at Abby's 
news. "But — but, Abby," I said. "Elder 
Boskins is so much older than you. He 
must be over sixty years old and—" 

Abby was quick to reply. "But that 
doesn't make any difference. Ruthie," 
she said, mildly surprised. "I'm obey- 
ing God's law, and I'm lucky. God said 
I was to be sealed to him, so I was." 
She paused a moment. It was that 
simple to Abby. I marveled at the way 
she accepted it. 

It was then that I first began to 
realize that Abby and I— even if we 
had been inseparable sisters — were 
worlds apart in our thinking. Very 
frankly. I just couldn't think it would 
be wonderful to be sealed as Elder 
Boskins's third wife. 1 couldn't even 
imagine myself being the first wife of 
a man like Elder Boskins. 

It just didn't seem right. And I 
thought there must be something ter- 
ribly wrong with me. Something ter- 
rible had happened to me in the' last 
four years. Even when I thought of 
a situation of another wife sharing my 
husband. I felt little jealous prickles all 
over. I'd always been told that celestial 
marriage was God's will. I'd never 
thought of it as any different until Mrs. 
Sanders had told about how it had got- 
ten started. But now I saw that mv 
thinking had already changed. 

"Oh, well, I guess it's too much to 
pray for." Abby said sadly. "It would 
be too much to expect of God. But it 
would be wonderful to raise our chil- 
dren together in our ordained mission." 

I studied Abby, and now I was more 
certain than ever that what Abby would 
have me believe was joy in her heart 
was nothing less than stark miserv. Her 
eyes told a much different story than 
her Hps. 

I talked to Abby for a long time. I 
told her everything that had happened 
to me in the last four years. Several 
times she placed my hand on her ab- 
domen and let me feel the kick of her 
unborn child. I couldn't help hut shud- 



der ;i little each time. Abby didn't 
understand how I felt. She thought it 
was the thrill of anticipation. 

"Oh, don't fret," she said reassur- 
ingly. "God will send some nice man 
in revelation. Ruthie, it is such a satis- 
faction to know that I am a part of God's 
plan." 

In the days that followed, I tried hard 
to fit into the family. Mother gave me 
lots of work to do. But I looked around, 
and almost in a panic I saw what was 
happening. 

Fanny and Sylvia still lived in the 
same little cabins. Their little girls, 
almost five years old now, were awfully 
cute and sweet. They each had my 
father's brown eyes and their own 
mother's hair. Sylvia was blonde, Fanny 
was dark. My own mother never went 
to their cabins, and I soon found out 
they didn't care about coming to ours. 
However, my father was very fair to 
each of his wives. He divided his nights 
equally among them. 

I had been home for over a week 
when we had a caller one evening. Tt 
was Luke Langford. I remembered him. 
[*d gone to school and played with his 
children before I was taken away. He 
was one of the men in Vermillion who 
had not been arrested. He had only- 
one wife, so he was not drawn into 
court. 

The talk between him and Father 
didn't interest me. so I went for a walk. 
When i came home, he was gone. 

"I would talk with you, Ruth," my 
father said seriously. I knew it was 
something of importance, because he 
called me Ruth instead of Ruthie. 

"Yes. Father," I said. 

"Luke Langford has had a revelation 
from God." he said in awe. "Elder 
Boskins has approved it, and he says 
it is God's will that you be sealed in 
marriage to Luke." 

My heart stood still. I couldn't move. 
T had a vision of Luke Langford as he 
had been sitting there in the kitchen. 
He was almost bald. He was at least as 
old as my father, perhaps older. His 
face was wrinkled, and he had a long 
mustache. And then I remembered he'd 
had on his best suit of clothes. 

THEN it burst on me. This 
thing that Father had spoken of had 
l>een the purpose of Luke's call. He'd 
come to see Father to discuss marrving 
me. 

f don't know why it had the effect 
of making me slightly ill. The shock 
froze my tongue. 

It was Father who broke the silence. 
"Come, daughter," he chided, "this is 
indeed wonderful. Langford's wife is 
of an age where she cannot have any 
more children. I think it will be a fine 
marriage for you. You will be well 
taken care of. T have given my ap- 
proval. Recognize it as God's will and 
make me, as well as your heavenly 
Father, happy." 

This had been our religious belief, 
taught from childhood — celestial mar- 
riage — sharing a husband with other 
women. Why did it sicken me like this? 

"But — but, Father." I said, hesitat- 
ing, "I'm afraid I don't love him — that 
I can't love him." 



"Oh, it's not necessary to love at 
first," he said. "You love God. You 
have been brought up this way. You 
are obliged to follow the divine will of 
God. The revelation is God's will. 
Now it is your duty." 

At some time in the years I'd spent 
with Mr. and Mrs. Sanders, I had 
come to believe that love should go into 
marriage — the love of one man for one 
woman. Could I ever go back and ad- 
just to plural marriage now? 

"I would like to go to bed to pray, 
Father," I said. I knew that kind of 
answer would satisfy him. 

"I know that you will do the right 
thing, Ruthie," he said, with more 
tenderness than he'd shown since I'd 
gotten home . 

It worked. He'd let me go. I hurried 
into my room and closed the door. 

In the darkness I crept to my bed 
and sat down. I heard the low murmur 
of the voices of my parents back in the 
kitchen. Suddenly I was curious to 
know what they were saying. I crept 
back and pressed my ear to the crack 
of the door to the kitchen. Father's 
voice was low, but quite distinct. I 
listened spellbound to what he was say- 
ing. "I will not allow a delay, Anna," 
he said. "I can see that our daughter's 
faith is wavering. Her stay away from 
home spoiled her. The marriage will 
take place tomorrow. Once she is safely 
sealed to Luke, she will cause no more 
trouble. You will see." 

Mother's voice came again, this time 
more pleading, but I couldn't under- 
stand what she said. But I could tell 
she wasn't entirely in agreement with 
Father about me. 

"T will not discuss it. Anna," he said 
with finality. "Clothes will not make 
her any more securely married. We 
can't wait for clothes." 

Some strange undefinable fear clutched 
at my heart. I made my way back to 
the bed, buried my face in the pillow 
and tried to think. Tomorrow — tomor- 
row — it drummed into my confused 
mind. 

Why was I feeling this way? They 
had not changed. It was me. I should 
have felt happy following the wishes 
of my parents and the divine teachings 
if our church and our God. What was 
wrong with me? I felt frightened. I 
remembered the unhappy look on Abby's 
face. T compared my mother's tired, 
worn face with the smiling one of my 
foster mother. Why ? Why? But there 
was no answer. 

Then I thought of Luke Langford. 
His appearance was repulsive. Then I 
thought of his wife — she was old enough 
to be my mother, but too old to have 
children. How would I like to share 
her husband's attentions, his caresses? 

It wasn't cold in my room, but I shiv- 
ered. I prayed to God, but there was 
no answer, ortfy the vision of Abby's 
face full of misery and unhappiness. 
Was that for me? "Please, God, tell 
me," I prayed into my pillow. I knew 
I had to have time to think. Everything 
had to be all right. I just had to have 
time to get used to the idea. 

Then I remembered Father's words, 
"The marriage will take place tomor- 
row." 
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''No — no!" I cried, clutching my pil- 
low. "Please give me time. No — not 
tomorrow — no, no, no — not ever!" 

Then I felt a calm come over me. It 
was as if some mysterious power had 
taken hold of my mind. I began to 
think. Abby was a strong-willed per- 
son. Father had an inflexible will. 
Mother in her quiet way was firm. What 
about me? 1 was of the same blood. 
Where was my spunk — my courage? 

Yes, there was a way. Phil's words 
came back to me, and I could still see 
his earnest face as he spoke them to 
me. "If you need help. I'll help you," 
he had said. 

He had also said he was going to 
come out to see me. Maybe he would, 
but I couldn't wait for that. I didn't 
have time. Tomorrow — tomorrow — to- 
morrow — 

I'd have to tell him I did need help. 
Did I dare defy Father ? If so, I'd 
have to walk twenty miles over the 
mountain pass to Webster. There were 
no phones in Vermillion — no other way 
to tell Phil. I'd have to go to Webster 
to tell him. I'd have to walk. But 
could I, I wondered. 

Then the stern blood of my father 
rose up in my veins. I would do it, I 
thought w^ith determination. 

In the darkness I searched for an 
old pair of shoes I used when I worked 
in the garden. A thin jacket was the 
best I could find. I found a scarf to 
tie over my head. It would be bitter 
cold on the mountain — even in the sum- 
mer the mountain desert is cold at night. 
I set my teeth in determination. 

I waited patiently until I heard 
Mother go to bed. This was Father's 
night to sleep with Fanny. That was 
good. On tiptoe I walked across the 
kitchen, opened the door, and let myself 
out into the star-filled night. 

As I ran across the yard, my 
heart leaped up into my mouth. Our 
dog barked, and the shrill echoes were 
flung back from the side of the moun- 
tain. 

I ran until my lungs were bursting. 
But now I was out of the town. I 
knew I could find the trail in the dark. 

The long, ghostly shadows began to 
appear. I ran and then walked and 
then ran again. 

I'd been on the trail an hour when 
I stopped to rest. I dropped on a rock- 
"Please, God," I prayed, "give me 
strength." Then guiltily I wondered if 
I had the right to ask God to help me. 

A coyote howled off in the distance. 
I was chilled to the bone, and the weird 
sounds of the night on a desert moun- 
tain were a little frightening. Chills 
ran up and down my back. But I told 
myself coyotes wouldn't hurt anyone. 

I hesitated. My father, Vermillion, 
and Luke Langford lay behind. Miles 
of desert, and maybe a cougar might 
lie between me and Webster. But now 
there was no choice. The fear behind 
me was greater than whatever might 
He ahead. So I dragged my aching body 
up and headed toward Webster. 

Hour after hour I stumbled on. Some- 
times I'd fall on the sharp stones that 
littered the trail. Once I brushed 
against the deadly sharp spines of the 



barrel cactus. The pain was maddening. 
With trembling, cold fingers I pulled 
the long thorns out of my leg. The 
blood looked black in the moonlight. 

Tears streaked my face. It was the 
strong-willed Wollcott blood that made 
me hold doggedly to the trail stretch- 
ing out endlessly to the east. 

There were painful scratches on my 
face, arms, and legs. I thanked God 
for my heavy shoes. The jagged rocks 
beside the trail caught on my long 
skirt, and it was soon torn to ribbons on 
the lower hem. My lungs ached, and my 
leg muscles pained at every step. 

May I never have to experience a 
torture like those last few miles into 
Webster. I saw it grow light in the 
east as I came over the last mountain. 
There in front of me lay Webster in a 
haze of the early morning dawn. 

The encouragement of seeing the end 
so near brought new strength to my 
aching body. I had to find Phil, but I 
had no idea where he lived. I knew 
he would be at the garage when it 
opened. 

It was full daylight when I came up 
to the garage from the alley. No one 
was at work yet I would have to wait 
until Phil came. I was sure Father 
would come to Webster to find me and 
take me back. 

I crawled into one of the used cars 
near the back of the lot and closed the 
door. The physical exercise on the trail 
had made the cold endurable, but now, 
sitting motionless in an old car, my 
teeth chattered with cold. 

I must have dozed for a while out of 
sheer exhaustion. I opened my eyes, 
and the sun was up and people were 
moving on the street. The garage was 
open, and the mechanics were on the 
job. I watched for perhaps half an 
hour. Then I recognized Phil. He was 
coming across the lot and would come 
close to where I was hiding. I opened 
the car door and stumbled toward him. 
"Phil — Phil." I called, and my voice 
sounded harsh and strange. 

Then the world began to spin around. 
The next thing I knew, I was looking 
up into Phil's horror-stricken eyes. His 
arms were holding me tight. 

"My God — my God — Ruthie t" he 
said hoarsely, "What in Heaven's name 
— my God — 

I must have been a sight with all my 
scratches and bruises and torn cloth- 
ing. "Phil — Phil, you were— were 
right," I sobbed brokenly. "I — I ran 
away -from them — I don't belong in 
Vermillion — You were right — Please 
help me — " 

"Ruthie," he said, "you need to go 
to the hospital !" 

"No, Phil, please — no, not that way," 
I gasped, "not that kind of help, please, 
please — " 

Phil hesitated. 

"Please — please," I sobbed. "If you 
want to help me, help me go back to 
the Sanderses, my foster parents. They 
said if I ever wanted to come back, 
then — then I could. Please, Phil. I've 
got to run away. Father will get me 
and — " 

"You've run just as far as you're 
going to, Ruthie," Phil said, his lips 
set in grim lines. "You need rest and 



medical attention. I'm going to see 
that you get both and—" 

" But Father will find nie and take 
me back!" I cried. "I know he will. 
Please, Phil, please!" 

"No he won't," he said doggedly. 
"I'm taking you over. Those polygs 
won't bother you. 1 know how to deal 
with them." 

Before I could stop him, he was in 
the car and starting the motor. "I'm 
taking you over to my boss's house. 
They'll help us." 

Mrs. Kelly, the wife of Phil's boss, 
was all sympathy. ''You poor little 
girl," she said after Phil explained what 
it was all about. "Of course, we'll help. 
Those people in Vermillion think they 
own their children like a cow or a 
horse." 

IN MINUTES 1 was in a 
nice soft bed, and Mrs. Kelly had 
stripped off my old clothing anil bathed 
and soothed my scratches. She gave 
me some hot tea and something to eat. 
Then in spite of my worries, I drifted 
off in an exhausted sleep. 

It was afternoon when I awoke. 1 
was so stiff and sore I could hardly 
move. In a few minutes Phil came. He 
was in bis greasy work clothes, and 1 
could tell when he came in the room 
that he was excited about something. I 
turned toward him. 

"Well, your father is in town," he 
said grimly. That's why I came over. 
We might just as well have this show- 
down right now. He'll be here in a few 
minutes. Everybody knows you're here. 
It won't take him long to find out. And 
he'll try to come and take you back 
with him." 

I lay there trembling. I know my 
lace must have shown my fear, because 
Phil got down on his knees beside the 
bed. He leaned over and kissed me on 
my lips. His lips felt warm and soft. 
When he kissed me, I could feel strength 
building up within me. 

"Ruthie. I love you." he said, looking 
me squarely in the eye, "and I'm not 
going to let him take you back. I think 
I've always loved you. I knew I did 
when I took you out to Vermillion that 
day. That's why I didn't want you to 
stay out there. I knew what they'd try 
to do to you. I guess you had to find 
out for yourself." 

Just then Mrs. Kelly came in. "Your 
father wants to see you, Ruth," she 
said. 

I looked at Phil. I was willing to 
let him handle things from now on, so 
1 said nothing. 

He turned to Mrs. Kelly. '"Sure, let 
him come in." Phil said grimly. "He 
can see her. but, brother, that's all." 
There was a hard note of warning in 
his voice. 

Father entered the room with another 
man. His eyes blazed when he saw me. 
I shrank w^hen he looked my way. "You 
will come home with me. Ruth," he said 
firmly. 

Phil stood up in front of the bed be- 
tween Father and me. "Ruth stays right 
here, Mr. Wollcott." he said icily. "'She 
doesn't want to go home with you, so 
she doesn't have to." 

"Ruth is my daughter, and she is un- 
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der age," my father said angrily, "Le- 
gally, I can take her home. If you try 
to interfere, I will call the sheriff." 

The sight of my father seemed to 
make me go limp— to sort of paralyze 
me. I lay there in silent fear. To defy 
Father was one thing I'd never done 
in my life. Always, even to disobey him 
meant sw ift, harsh punishment. I didn't 
want to go with him, yet I feared I 
might have to. 

"That will be just fine, Mr. Woll- 
cott," Phil said. * "I want you to call 
the sheriff. When the sheriff comes 
into this house to take Ruthie, I'll tell 
him you have gone back to living with 
your three wives in Vermillion. That 
means you're still practicing polygamy, 
and that can get you another stretch in 
the penitentiary." 

I was quick to note diat Father's at- 
titude softened after Phil's threat. I 
knew that Father, no matter how de- 
termined, did fear the law. That was 
the bit of encouragement I needed at 
that point. 

It was up to me to take my stand. 
I'd thought when I left home that I 
had to have time to think this thing 
through. But now suddenly I knew I 
could never go through with what he 
had planned for me. I knew I had the 
unhappy choice now between my par- 
ents, my friends, and my religion and 
Phil Collins. I guess I didn't know 
the real meaning of love, so I didn't 
know I loved Phil. But something made 
me choose his protection. 

"No — no, Father." I said in a hoarse 
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whisper. "I can't — I won't go back to 
Vermillion with you." 

For a long moment his eyes never left 
mine. They burned into my soul. His 
eyes blackened with fury. He looked at 
Phil, and Phil stared back into his angry 
eyes. I could tell that Father was think* 
ing about Phil's threat. Finally Father 
turned back to me. 

"Before God, you are a blackened sin- 
ner !" he said to me angrily. "Even if 
you are my own flesh and blood, I hope 
I never have to look upon your face 
again." 

With that he turned, and with his 
companion he stomped from the room 
and out of the house. 1 couldn't control 
myself another second. I burst into loud 
sobs. 

"Don't you cry, Ruthie," Phil said 
with his cheek pressed close to mine. 
"It had to be this way. You had to do it." 

THAT evening the Kellys. 
Phil, and I had a long talk. They agreed 
I probably wouldn't be bothered any 
more. The law would protect me if it 
came to that, and I felt proud that Phil 
would see me through. But there was 
still a problem. What could I do? What 
should be done with me? That was the 
topic of our conversation. Mrs. Kelly 
came up with what seemed to be the 
most reasonable plan. 

"You can't marry her, Phil," Mrs. 
Kelly said sympathetically. "You can't 
change the fact that she is under age. 
In most states you'd have to have paren- 
tal consent, and of course you could 
never get that from her father. She'd 
have to lie about her age to get a mar- 
riage license. Considering everything. 
I think I have a better idea." 

Phil sat on the edge of the bed hold- 
ing my hand. Mr. and Mrs. Kelly sat 
close by. AH of us turned to Mrs. Kelly. 

"This Mrs. Sanders," Mrs. Kelly said. 
"I think Ruth should go there. That 
way she could finish high school. Re- 
member, Ruth is very young. It would 
be a good test for both of you. When 
she is eighteen and has graduated, if 
you both feel like you do now, you could 
get married. I think that would be won- 
derful. Then things would be all right 
all around." 

Phil reluctantly had to agree that this 
was really the most sensible thing to do. 
I know that he wanted to marry me 
right then. In my heart I knew I would 
have to do a lot of adjusting. 

I welcomed Mrs. Kelly's idea. After 
what I'd been through, I was so con- 
fused in my own mind, and there were 



so many conflicts. I wasn't sure I wanted 
to marry Phil or anybody else. So 
finally Mrs. Kelly's plan was the one 
we decided upon. 

In a couple of days, when I felt better, 
Phil took a day off from work and drove 
me up to Wellington to the Sanderses. 

Mrs. Sanders cried and clung to me 
when Phil brought me to the door, and 
we told her all about what had happened 
in Vermillion and Webster. 

"I'm so sorry for you, dear," she said, 
and her motherly tenderness glowed 
through her tears. "I had prayed that 
somehow, some day you could come back 
to us. Ruthie." She took me in her atrtns 
and whispered, "I'm happy that God has 
given me the chance to finish raising 
you." 

So it seemed I was established more 
firmly than ever in the Sanders home. 
But now I didn't look on it as a sort of 
nice prison. It was my own home. The 
only refuge I had. 

It was nearly a year and a half before 
I stood with the senior class of Welling- 
ton High School and received my di- 
ploma. All that time Phil had come as 
often as he could to see me. He taught 
me that love was good and satisfying. I 
was more than happy to accept him as 
my husband in a quiet little ceremony in 
the local church. I am happy to be mar- 
ried to Phil for all eternity — which is 
the teaching of our church. 

Shortly after Phil took me to my fos- 
ter parents, I read in the paper that Ver- 
million was again raided. My father's 
name was among those arrested and con- 
victed. What could I do but pray that 
Father and the others would realize that 
the law cannot be broken ? T hoped that 
he would finally see that it was he who 
was wrong. 

It sometimes breaks my heart to think 
such a barrier separates me from my 
parents and friends, and especially from 
Abby. And sometimes I get to wonder- 
ing if someday I might be reconciled 
with my parents. I hope so. 

Our little Ronnie was born about a 
year after we were married. Until I 
can be reunited with my parents under 
better circumstances, I have the comfort 
of knowing that Mother Sanders will 
be a grandmother to my child and will 
take the place of my own mother. 

Knowing that makes it easier. 

My harrowing experience, my doubts, 
my conflicts with my own mind have 
driven one true fact home to me. I can't 
help but believe that the faithful love of 
a man for one woman is the real will 
of God. 



• THE END 



Is Marriage on His Mind ? 

(Continued front page 23) 



together for so long, our relationship 
was intimate and I felt it had to end in 
marriage." 

When Mary Lou finally issued a 
"marriage or nothing" ultimatum, she 
lost Charlie. But, more important, she 
lost four valuable years of her life — the 
years when most girls have settled down 
and started their families. 

Betty L. also threw away too many 
"courting years" on a lost cause. Betty 



fell in love with Dave when she was a 
senior in high school. After graduation, 
they both took jobs in their hometown 
and Betty devoted her spare time to 
chasing Dave — subtly, of course. 

Dave took her out every few weeks, 
but also dated other girls. At times 
their dating became so infrequent that 
Betty almost gave up hope. Then Dave 
would call. He knew that between stead- 
ies he could depend on Betty for a date. 



Betty dated others occasionally, but 
her yen for Dave was so well known 
that no fellow tried to compete. It wasn't 
until Dave became officially engaged, 
two years after high school graduation, 
that she gave up. 

Are you making the mistake of throw- 
ing away your best courting years or 
are you investing these years carefully? 
The answer you give might make the 
difference between a good marriage and 
a bad one or no marriage at all. Now 
that young people are marrying at an 
early age, a girl can't afford to waste 
many years on a Mr. Wrong or a Dis- 
interested Dave. 

Here are some questions that couid 
help you find out if the fellow you are 
dating is marriage-worthy. The answers 
might reveal some facts that hurt. They 
might also make you even more certain 
that your steady is wonderful. 

1. Does he promise an engagement 
ring, hut find a last minute excuse for 
its absence '{ The engagement ring that 
doesn't appear on schedule usually never 
shows up. A conscientious fellow will 
produce a promised ring even if it means 
debt. And don't forget, many smart 
young people save the cost of a ring 
and announce their intention to marry 
at a party or in the newspaper. A plan 
like this should be discussed. 

I. Can you argue? "Argue? Why 
should we argue?" you might wonder. 
Because everybody does it, even hus- 
bands and wives who love each other. 
Does your steady sulk if you disagree 
with him ? Must he always be right or 
feel his masculinity is challenged? Does 
he listen to your views with respect 
even though he disagrees with them ? 
Does he refuse to discuss an unpleasant 
subject? The right answers to these 
questions are important if your mar- 
riage is to be a happy one. 

3. Can you picture yourself at the 
breakfast table with him? Many couples 
who enjoy dating together often find 
marriage dull. Petting can cover up a 
lack of mutual interest. Activities like 
lyowling, movies, and double and triple 
dating don't give a couple much chance 
lor conversation. Test your relationship 
by planning an occasional home date. If, 
after a dozen tries, you still find it bor- 
ing and awkward, give him that "we 
have nothing in common so why waste 
each other's time'" explanation. You'll 
both benefit. 

4. Is he a job-hopper? Does he keep 
a job for only a few months? Is he com- 
plaining about the job he has although 
he's only been at it a month or two? 
Does lie always picture himself doing 
someone else's job better? If the answer 
is "yes." beware! It's no fun to have a 
chronically unemployed husband. 

Every young man doesn't find a suit- 
able job on the first try, but most men 
jjive a job a chance. When they want a 
change, they try to better themselves by 
taking night courses or by learning a 
trade. They are willing to make sacri- 
fices to establish themselves in good po- 
rtions, whereas the job-hopper thinks a 
change is all that is needed to make his 
working days happy and profitable.. 

5. Have you met his family ? If you 
bare been going with a fellow for a few 
months, you deserve to meet his familv. 
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His family background has influenced 
and will influence him, and if you marry 
hiin, you will be part of that family. You 
should have the chance to decide how 
much he is influenced and if you really 
want to join the family circle. When 
a man never invites a girl to meet Mom 
and Dad, he might have something to 
hide — like a wife and kids. Be sure 
there are no family skeletons. 

6. Does he take you out only occa- 
sionally even though you have been dat- 
ing for several months? Betty L., wasted 
two years being a Dependable Dora and 
hoping Dave would fall as hard as she 
had. If he doesn't come to share your 
deep feelings after a few months of infre- 
quent dating, he probably won't. If a 
fellow really is snowed by a girl, he 
doesn't need any encouragement to call 
her the next week — or even the next 
night! 

7. Is he saving money ? The fellow 
who has a date with the bank every 
few weeks is a good fellow for you to 
have a date with. Take a long look at 
the man who thinks money is strictly 
for spending on auto accessories, clothes, 
and evenings out with the boys. It's a 
sure sign that marriage isn't on his 
mind. 

8. Does he borrow money from you? 
If so, hesitate fast This fellow is not 
only out for an evening's companionship, 
but for someone to pay his hills. The 
girl who finances a man cheapens her- 
self. She soon feels she is at his mercy 
because he owes her money she can't 
afford to lose. Limit your lentling to a 
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quarter when he's too embarrassed to 
hand a toll-taker a rive — and notice 
whether or not he pays it back. 

9. Does he drink or gamble heavilv ? 
A man who buys a drink when you go 
out or who goes to the races a few times 
a year will make as good a husband as 
the fellow who doesn't touch a drop and 
has never fed the horses one bale of hay. 
But the guy with the tip sheet under his 
arm or the one who can't get through 
the day without a drink is a different 



story. Either he avoids marriage like a 
plague (a kindness to the women in his 
life) or he makes a tragically poor hus- 
band. Spare yourself the role of re- 
former ! Even the professionals some- 
times fail. 

Consider these points now and avoid 
disappointment later. If your beau 
doesn't measure up. don't wait for him 
to change. After all, the years for court- 
ing are short ones, and their outcome 
will mold your future. • thr r\d 



He Picked Out a Husband for Hie 



(Continual from page 19) 



but 1 think if he had lived in some 
country where it was allowed, he'd have 
taken another wife — or a dozen if neces- 
sary — to get some sons. 

But Pop stuck with Mom. As 1 said, 
he loved her in his way, and he loved 
the way she tiptoed through life, careful 
not to step on his toes, always letting 
him know she was in awe of him. as 
well as loving him. 

Millie and me? Well, being born of 
such a combination gave us curious 
traits, and even though I followed with 
Mom's timid acceptance of Pop and his 
ways, underneath was a strength that 
was to astonish even me. 

When Pop took Mom home as a bride, 
it was to the old homestead on the 
switchback above Richburg. The sprawl- 
ing old house faced the clearing where 
the sheep barns and pens humped up 
toward the cider mill. Pop's family had 
owned the farm since the land was 
cleared, and no matter how hard times 
got, every acre was hoarded for sons 
and grandsons — the future generations. 
The first World War had taken all the 
sons but Pop, and Gramp, who had once 
run hundreds of sheep and planted the 
big orchards, had let things run down. 

Pop, full of determination to expand 
and be ready for his sons, sold off only 
the ram lambs, keeping the ewes to in- 
crease the flocks, and began slashing 
away at the undergrowth in the or- 
chards. My earliest memory of him is his 
coming in past dark to shovel his supper 
down, then fall exhausted on the couch 
in the living room, often too tired to get 
up and go to bed, moving only when 
dawn announced the start of a new day. 
Millie and I learned early to herd sheep 
and tend the frolicking lambs, and in the 
fall we gathered wagonfuls of apples for 
the hungry cider presses. What cider 
Pop didn't peddle locally was barreled 
for vinegar, and Millie and I played 
hide-and-seek around the vinegar bar- 
rels in between loads. 

Pop was fond of us, but we were 
brought up on his dreams and plans for 
a son— or sons — and I wasn't more than 
eight when Pop took Mom over to the 
hospital and left her overnight for some 
tests. "We want a baby brother, and 
this is the quickest way to get one," 
Mom promised as she kissed us good-by. 

It was more than a day. but it seemed 
like a week before Mom came home. I 
can see her yet. dragging up the path 
from the mailbox — she had ridden home 
with the mailman — her head bent, her 
shoulders slumped, looking twice her 



age. I remember her hug as Millie and 
1 ran to her. and I remember all too well 
the sick hopelessness on her face as she 
looked up at Pop's question and shook 
her head. 

"Wasn't there something they could 
do? Sizzling Moses, they gonna give up 
this easy ?" 

"There's nothing anyone can do." I 
felt Mom's fingers bite into the tender 
flesh on my shoulders. "I'm no good to 
you, Joe — not for having sons." 

I said Pop was strong, and I'd seen 
him hoist full barrels of cider onto the 
wagon with scarcely a grunt, but now I 
saw the full strength of his anger un- 
leashed. Bellowing like an outraged bull, 
he pushed by Mom and grabbed the ax 
that stuck in the chopping block and 
knocked the lambs' feeding racks to bits 
with a mighty sweep, then jumped over 
the pieces and swung the ax into the 
bottom tier of barrels stacked against the 
cider mill. They popped like peas from 
the pod, and the whole pile thundered 
down around him, one striking him on 
the shoulder, spinning him around, but 
he kept swinging the ax, beating away 
at them. After one frightened gasp, Mom 
gathered Millie and me to her and ran 
to the house, slamming the door against 
the echoing crash as the ax made kin- 
dling of all his work. 

He didn't make a sound. The deathly 
quiet of his terrible anger was worse 
than the destruction, and we hid against 
Mom's skirts, clinging to her until the 
noise ceased and our ears strained 
against the silence. Then we heard the 
shrill screech of his whistle as he called 
Nell, and she galloped from the pasture 
while we ran to the window just in time 
to see him grasp her mane, swing upon 
her, and thunder out of sight down the 
road. 

I DON'T remember his coming 
home, but he must have been roaring 
drunk, for all that winter he drank while 
the cider mill stood silent and the sheep 
bleated from their pens. Finally Mom 
bundled Millie and me up. and we strug- 
gled, dragging forkfuls of hay to poke 
into the feeding racks to stop their 
hunger. 

Our hunger was worse — not for food, 
because Pop now and then brought in a 
feed sack of groceries and tossed it on 
the floor, and Mom had a cellar full 
against the winter, but it was hunger for 
the Pop that used to roll us around on 
the floor and brag how puny we'd seem 
against the strapping brother we'd have 



one day. He didn't do that any more. 

While Pop wasn't mean to us now, we 
must have realized that the haunted 
emptiness in Mom's eyes, the trembling 
of her lips, the gray, washed-out age that 
showed in her face was from the change 
in Pop. We knew she still loved us. but it 
was a burned-out kind of love now. She 
never sang over the washing or made up 
stories to tell us while we pulled weeds 
as she hoed the garden, and when Pop 
was home, she ignored us while she 
waited on him, scurrying to see to his 
needs before he mentioned them, like a 
kicked dog hoping for a pat or a kind 
word. 

We never had friends at school and no 
family gatherings at home, so life was a 
kind of miserable nothing for Millie and 
me. Sheep-shearing time and threshing 
time were like a wonderful dream come 
true to us, for Pop stayed sober then 
and laughed and talked with the crews 
while Millie and I hung around and 
watched them work, savoring the warm, 
friendly atmosphere that seemed to wrap 
around the farm. But they would leave 
and that sober, laughing Pop would be 
gone, too, and the dreary life would 
settle around us again. 

Pop had refused to let me start school 
until I was eight and the law forced 
him to, so I was sixteen when I entered 
high school and took home the announce- 
ment that girls were forbidden to wear 
jeans at school. Pop had dressed Millie 
and me in jeans and flannel shirts so 
long we didn't have a dress between us. 

"'What's this mean. Jennie? Sizzling 
Moses! Telling us what the younguns 
gotta wear!" His bleary eyes followed 
the printed words before he crumpled 
the paper in a big fist and tossed it into 
the coal scuttle by the stove. "By thun- 
der, they won't tell me ! Bad enough to 
know they're girls, without having it 
rubbed in under my hide by starched — " 

"Pa — please— They're young ladies 
already," Mom began timidly, then 
gathered strength as she put an arm 
around each of us. "First thing we know, 
they'll marry off and be gone. Let's not 
make trouble for them. I'll see they get 
out of dresses soon's they come home 
nights." 

Pop wasn't listening now. He 
stretched his head forward on his thick 
neck, staring at me. his eyes squinted 
up until I could scarcely see the network 
of red veins around each one. "Marry- 
ing, eh? Yeah " He stood up and 

reached out one ham of a hand and 
lifted my chin up. "And pretty, too. 
pretty as your ma used to be." 

I stood still, scarcely breathing, feel- 
ing his fingers against the sides of my 
neck, and a shiver went through me, 
thinking that with a mighty twist he 
could snap my head off, and I rolled my 
eyes toward Mom just as he let loose 
suddenly, and I fell forward, my head 
tipping heavily. 

"Get around lively while I harness 
Nell. Get you some fancy clothes to 
wear," he said as he went out of the 
house, his step lighter than it had been 
in a long time. 

Mom and Millie and I stared at each 
other. "He means it. Mom?" I asked. 
"Some dresses — skirts and things like 
other girls wear ?" 



"I don't know- — " Her voice trailed 
off. Then, shaking herself, she spoke 
briskly, "Hurry up. If your pop's made 
up his mind, he's made up his mind !" 

Pop dragged both Millie and me into 
the big clothing store and pushed us 
toward a smartly dressed woman. "Fix 
these girls up for school. Whatever they 
need." He handed me a wad of money. 
"Get in the buggy once you're done and 
wait for me." He lumbered out, leaving 
us all gasping — me hanging tight to the 
money he had thrust into my hand. 

Millie and I just plain wallowed in 
clothes. Once the saleslady saw the 
money and found we had next to nothing 
in girls' wear, she tackled us like her 
life was at stake. Sweaters, skirts, some 
dresses, a lot of underthings, and even 
snowy socks and smart new- shoes were 
added to the pile. I was amazed to find 
what all we needed and began to worry 
before she was done. I never had seen 
such a lot of clothes. 

Going home, Pop, smelling strongly of 
the wares of Oscar's Bar, leaned for- 
ward, urging Nell to a trot and talked. 
"Like as not we'll have a wedding one 
of these days. Your ma wasn't but six- 
teen — and weddings mean sons, and 
grandsons. 

"Gotta be fixing up the press, and have 
to turn some of that meadow back from 
pasture. Flock's run down — say, how 
about that ! Get me a son yet, I betcha !" 
And for the first time in years Pop 
whistled as he jogged Nell homeward. 

It was like he had turned over a new 
leaf. Once again he worked like he was 
a one-man army, attacking the run-down, 
neglected farm. Mom watched him with 
cautious eyes and looked worried when- 
ever she looked at me and Millie. But 
she only shrugged to our questions, turn- 
ing them aside. 

It wasn't half so easy for me to turn 
aside Pop's questions. Each morning he 
surveyed Millie and me as we were 
ready to walk down the switchback to 
the bus, and every morning he beamed 
approval. Every night around the sup- 
per table he questioned me. 

"How many boys in your class, Peg? 
All blind, I betcha, or else they'd be 
flocking after you like a swarm of bees !" 
Other times he'd ask grimly, "You 
dressed as good as the rest of the girls ? 
You look okay now ? When're you bring- 
ing home a young man to take you rid- 
ing or to a movie show ?" 

ONCE again anyone that 
dropped in at the farm heard Pop ex- 
plode about the day when he and his 
sons-in-law would show the country how 
to run a farm. I began to feel self- 
conscious about every boy that looked 
at me and couldn't answer if one spoke. 
That's when Pop hired Gum Weston 
to go along with the threshing crew in 
Pop's place. He was tied to the sheep 
and the orchard, he bragged. 

Gunner was just a bit older than I, 
but he didn't go to school any more. His 
folks were living in a shack on the other 
side of the hill from the switchback and 
had always depended on Gunner, who 
hunted wild rabbits — in and out of sea- 
son — for them to eat. They'd been de- 
pending on him from the time he was 
big enough to lug a gun and aim straight. 
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He ran a trap line, too, and hunted coons 
at night — wild as an Indian, Mom often 
said, but an honest, hard-working boy. 
I had seen him now and then, dark, un- 
cut hair falling across his face, which 
was burned brown as an Indian's, too. 
He'd often jog along beside the school 
bus, his gun in his hand, his teeth flash- 
ing as he laughed aloud at the driver, 
who had to take it easy down the nar- 
row switchback road. I suppose all of 
us kids envied him for not going to 
school, hut outside of Uiat I gave him 
little thought. 

Pop was stone sober most of the time 
now. His muscles were hardening up 
again, and he walked a loose swing, the 
old shuffle gone, and now he teased 
Millie and me and joked with Mom. 
Even Millie and I changed. We whis- 
pered about boys now, arguing over who 
was the best looking at school, speculat- 
ing on how we would behave if one 
should ever ask us for a date — girl talk 
and girlish giggles, which brought a 
smile of contentment to Mom's worn 
face. 

The very first night after Gunner 
came in off the threshing crew, Pop 
ordered him to stay for supper. While 
they washed up, he shouted for Mom 
to fetch his shears — he kept a set of 
trimming shears for the sheep — and Pop 
sat Gunner down in front of the kitchen 
range and sheared off handfuls of his 
dark thatch until he looked almost naked, 
his whole face showing, and I stared at 
him, astonished. He was good looking — 
oh, really handsome ! Every time I stole 
a look at him across the table, I felt a 
little prickle of delight. 

''What you going to do with all the 
money you got coming?" Pop asked 
Gunner as he passed him the hot ginger- 
bread. 

"Get me a jalopy. Know where's 
one — " He ducked his head and took 
a bite of gingerbread to cover his em- 
barrassment. 

"A car, eh? Say, we ought to have u> 
a car. How about that, girls?" 

"You don't drive," Mom stated flatly, 
sparing us need to answer. 

"Peggy is big enough for a license. 
You'd teach her, wouldn't you, Gunner ?" 
Pop's teasing laugh made Gunner's face 
flush. I wanted to tell Pop to stop both- 
ering him, and I dug an elbow into Mil- 
lie's side as she giggled at him. 

Gunner nodded, lifting his eyes to 
mine, and I caught my breath. There 
was a spark, a lively little spark in them 
that told me he had looked at me before 
and liked what he saw. 

I don't know where or how Pop got 
the money, but he bought us a car. 
Gunner's money didn't stretch far 
enough to get the jalopy he spoke of, or 
else his folks got it from him, for the 
next time I saw him, he was riding the 
sway-backed old mare Jake Harper had 
been trying to practically give away to 
keep from having to winter. 

Pop fooled around with the car, scar- 
ing the daylights out of Mom by nar- 
rowly missing the watering trough as 
he spun the car around the yard before 
he asked Gunner to give me a driving 
lesson. 

I was terrified of the car, and when 
Pop ordered me to slide under the wheel 



and let Gunner give me a lesson, I 
backed up against the fender, my trem- 
bling hands behind me. Pop knew we had 
driver training in high school — he'd had 
fits over the extra taxes he claimed it 
made — but he didn't realize that all I 
had was the book work. You don't touch 
a car until you have a learner's permit. 

"Let me drive first. I'll show you," 
Gunner said kindly, avoiding all the 
jokes Pop was making about sitting too 
close to me or parking to watch the sun 
go down. I was glad to shut the door 
against his words, although I had the 
queerest feeling that here I was alone 
with a boy, shut away from everyone, 
the car being just like a wall around us. 

Gunner explained every move he 
made, and I tried to act as if I under- 
stood, but all I really saw were his 
brown hands on the wheel, his long, 
lean legs beside me. Even the scuffed 
work shoes working the pedals caught 
my eyes. We drove up the the top of the 
switchback and stopped. Below us the 
orchards were heavy with reddening ap- 
ples in the clearings, and all around the 
thick woods, spiced with evergreens, 
spread like a painted picture. 

Gunner caught his breath. "Pretty — 
I — You see why I like the woods — 
trapping and hunting ?" I couldn't speak, 
and he glanced at me, "You think I'm 
strange, too?" 

"Oh, no! No!" I put my hand out 
toward him, then let it drop back into 
my lap. We didn't say more, but I had 
the feeling that both of us heard more 
than words, the queer throb of our 
hearts, the flood of awakening interest 
and awareness. 

AS WE drove back — me at 
the wheel — Pop grinned like I was 
all set to get my license. "It'll take a lot 
of lessons, but she learns well," Gunner 
told Pop. 

"Good," Pop winked at me. "You 
think you could stick around. Gunner, 
maybe bunk up here?" 

Gunner nodded thoughtfully. "No need 
for me to be home. I'll stay until trap- 
ping season if you need me." 

"Sure, sure. Gotta get the presses in 
shape — and time for lots more lessons, 
eh. Peggy girl?" Pop laughed. 

So Gunner was there, tall and brown 
in the sunlight, helping Pop every night 
when Millie and I got home from school, 
and there to take me for a lesson, al- 
though he never stopped the car again 
or said anything personal. But he was 
there — there to hear Pop's plans for a 
son-in-law, his extravagant praise for 
everything Gunner did, and the buildup 
he kept giving me. 

Gunner was there the night of the 
first fall storm that whipped up the hill. 
"Gunner, shut the sheep in," Pop told 
him. "111 ride Nell up and get the spring 
lambs down, and you and Peg run them 
into the shed. Give them a good bedding 
down. He was off, the wind tearing the 
shrill whistle for Nell from his lips. 

Mom and Millie headed for the leaky 
attic, their arms full of pans, and I 
ran after Gunner toward the sheep barn. 

The fierce wind tore at the forks of 
bedding as Gunner and I carried them 
from the barn to the lamb sheds. After 
the last trip we leaned panting against 



the door while jags of lightning cut the 
dark sky and the sheep bleated content- 
edly as they found and began munching 
the mangers full of hay. Gunner moved 
toward the small window where he 
could watch for the lambs, and I fol- 
lowed, pulling my damp scarf loose and 
shaking out my hair. 

As I stepped up beside him, the yard 
was lighted by a blue-white flash, and as 
I lifted startled eyes, I found Gunner 
looking down at me — and I was in his 
arms. 

We stood still. I didn't dare breathe as 
his hands tightened around my waist, 
and a long tremble ran through him as 
he lifted me tighter against him and 
my lips met his. The storm faded away. 
There was nothing outside this — this 
bone-melting, lip-searing passion, and 
although my limp knees buckled and 
gave way, he held me there, frozen to 
him. There was a surge of aching sweet- 
ness through me as I realized how per- 
fectly I fitted into his arms, how 
naturally I answered each caress. His 
lips traveled down my cheek, against the 
hollow of my throat where my damp 
blouse clung, and his words were a 
moan. "Love me, Peggy, love me." I 
was a limp, passive answer to that, all 
of me swooning against him, completely 
his — completely — 

The startling bleat of the lambs might 
be what saved us — or maybe Gunner 
would have stopped. I don't know. I only 
know that all the pent-up emotions of 
sixteen years broke loose in me, and I 
was helpless in his arms. He held me 
away for a minute, and I memorized 
every line of his face. As I felt his hands 
slide down my arms and away, I knew 
there would always be a blank, empty 
feeling inside me when I wasn't with 
him. 

There wasn't a chance for any talk 
later, for we ran into the storm, circling 
the stubborn lambs, pushing at them, 
coaxing them into the dark sheds, and 
as we shut the last one in, Pop rode up 
on Nell, soaked to the skin, his old felt 
hat dripping rain over his face, his shirt 
plastered to his back. He and Gunner 
hurried Nell inside for a rubdown while 
I ran ahead to the house. 

Mom and Millie talked to me, and T 
must have answered, and then we all ate 
supper. But when T looked at Gunner's 
hands — those hands that had held me — 1 
trembled until I could scarcely eat, and 
later in bed I lay wrapped in weak 
ecstasy, remembering his face, his kisses, 
his arms — 

MOM cried a bit, telling me 
sixteen was too young to get married, 
but Pop was like a man drunk on happi- 
ness. He shouted, he laughed, he roared. 
"Got me a son. I betcha !" And before 
Gunner had hardly told him, he was 
shouting for old Nell, ready to ride for 
the preacher. He was blazing mad to 
find there were things like blood tests 
and a three-day wait and papers to sign 
before we could get married. You would 
have thought the law was made especial- 
ly to spite him and one day's delav 
meant the end of the world ! 

"You giving Pop a son or getting a 
husband?" Millie asked, but I laughed 
at her. I laughed at everything — Where 
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would we live? How could Gunner sup- 
port a wife? What about his folks? My 
schooling — Nothing mattered but a 
long, lean, brown-faced boy with sweet, 
tender lips that could kiss up a storm 
in my heart. 

Pop had everything settled. We'd live 
right here with them, of course. He 
needed Gunner, and I might as well go 
on to school until — and he shouted with 
glee at the way Gunner's face reddened 
— until the kids began to come. Maybe 
we'd have money to fix up a couple of 
rooms in the back part of the house for 
us, but he turned down Mom's sug- 
gestion that we might want the old 
tenant house beyond the King apple 
orchard. 

"They're just kids ! Why would they 
want to be away from us? Plenty of 
room, and Gunner wants to be here 
where he has a man to talk to !" He 
threw his arm around Gunner's shoul- 
ders, and Gunner looked at him like he 
had a gold-crowned head. 
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I wore my pink dress — my best school 
dress — and Millie stood up with me. Of 
course, Pop stood up with Gunner — no- 
body gave the bride away. Pop acted, for 
sure, like he was getting a son and not 
losing a daughter. Mom's lips tightened 
as she watched him bragging to the 
preacher about getting a boy after all 
these years. 

Before we cut the cake, Pop began 
on Gunner. "Sizzling Moses, boy, hustle 
up. You gotta drive me to town so's I 
can show you off to the boys. Make a 
big celebration, I betcha !" 

Gunner's eyes met mine, and he hesi- 
tated, torn between wanting to please 
Pop and wanting to be with me, and I 
nodded at him to go. After all, Pop 
wanted to do so much for us. I couldn't 
be selfish. What was one evening— we 
had a lifetime ahead of us. 

TH be back before long," Gunner 
kissed me quickly as Pop shouted at him 
from the car to hurry. 

I lugged Gunner's clothes and belong- 
ings from his room to mine and hung 
them beside my clothes, just holding 
them close for a minute, feeling all 
grown-up and womanly. 

Millie fidgeted, and Mom's lips were 
a white line as the clock ticked away 
the time. Together we fed and bedded 
down the lambs, and Mom glanced down 
the switchback road — just as she used 
to — hoping for the sight of Pop coming 
home from town. 

"It's just one night, Mom. Don't 
worry over it. Gunner will soon be 
home." 

"It's your wedding night," she said 
dryly. "I should have made your pop 
leave him alone — somehow." 

Millie and I sang and joked, trying to 
put a lighthearted touch to it all, but 
as the hours passed, it was all forced, 
and finally I suggested, my voice break- 
ing, that we go to bed. 

"What a mess!" Millie muttered as 
she came into my room to brush her 
hair. "Believe you me, I'll run off before 
I give Pop a chance to pull something 
like this on me !" 

"I don't mind, honest, Millie. We all 
know how Pop has been about a son, 
and he sure is good to Gunner." But 
later as I snuggled alone in the big bed, 
my heart felt crushed. Alone on my wed- 
ding night ! It hurt — 

I hadn't slept when I heard the car 
crawl into the yard, and even if I had, 
the sound of their singing would) have 
awakened me. Pop, with his big arm 
across Gunner's shoulders, staggered as 
he tried to make the steps, and Gunner's 
heavy eyes, sheepish grin, and unsteady 
steps told me he had helped Pop cele- 
brate, all right. Pop fell onto the couch 
and was snoring in an instant, but I put 
my arm around Gunner and led him up- 
stairs, then carefully undressed him 
and rolled him over onto the bed. cover- 
ing him as T slid in beside him. I kissed 
his passive lips, seeing the sweetness of 
his smile as he drifted off into sleep, his 
hand limp and unresponsive in mine. 

T napped a little, but I couldn't sleep. 
Gunner seemed like a stranger in my 
bed. Where was the passionate lover 
that I dreamed of? Where was the won- 
derful, aching love that I knew I'd find 
in his arms, I asked myself. But then, 



like Mom, I just sighed and lay quiet. 

Of course, I shortly found all the 
joy, the love I hoped for in our mar- 
riage, and I pushed the memory of my 
wedding night away into the back of 
my mind and would have forgotten it if 
— if it hadn't happened again and again. 
Just let Pop brag Gunner up, proudly 
calling him "son" as he patted his 
shoulder, and they would be off. They 
worked like Trojans while they worked, 
and the farm blossomed out, and we had 
more money than we had ever had. But 
although Gunner always begged me with 
his eyes to understand and always 
brought Pop home, it began to tell on 
me. 

"Put your foot down," Millie told me 
as she dressed for a date. Millie was 
playing the field and laughing at Pop 
when he suggested she find some nice 
boy and settle down. 

"I can't, Millie. I love him. Someday 
you'll know !" And I smiled to myself, 
thinking of the nights in Gunner's arms, 
the times when nothing mattered but 
our love. Those nights when Gunner, 
usually so quiet, would lie beside me 
in the sweet darkness and talk for hours. 
When I asked him if he couldn't refuse 
Pop and stay with me when Pop wanted 
to take off, he'd tell me he'd rather be 
with me, but — as I well knew — Pop had 
been wonderful to him, and he couldn't 
turn him down. And I did know what he 
meant — didn't I hear Pop carry on, tell- 
ing how much his new son meant to 
him ? 

Still, I worried as time 
went on. I never could plan on going 
anywhere or doing anything in the eve- 
ning. We didn't go out much, but sure 
as I planned something, Pop would sud- 
denly have to get to town — with Gunner 
by his side. 

The trap line gave Gunner some res- 
pite from Pop's demands, but it made 
it doubly hard on the rest of us. He was 
as mournful as a pup, wandering around, 
acting as if Gunner were dead instead 
of off for two or three days. 

"Learn to drive the darned car your- 
self and take Mom to town for a 
change!" Millie shouted one night after 
Pop had paced the floor, muttering about 
Gunner being gone. "It's about time you 
and Mom had something in common be- 
sides work. Let Gunner have some free 
time with Peggy. I'd blast him if he 
belonged to me — taking off with you 
while she sits home!" 

"Aw, you don't mind, do you, Peg.' 
Peg's like her ma — likes staying home." 
Pop smiled at me, and I didn't argue 
with him. What was the use? 

"Well, she wants to go to the Valen- 
tine dance, and I've got tickets for 
them, so you can just plan on leaving 
Gunner alone one night!" Millie warned 
him. 

And I did plan on it. Millie helped me 
make over the pink dress T had been 
married in — Pop never seemed to think 
about me having clothes now that Gun- 
ner and I were married, and until the 
trap line paid off, Gunner didn't have 
any ready money. We sewed and pinned 
and fitted, and I pressed Gunner's dress 
slacks and white shirt and mended the 
dark sweater he wore, as he didn't own 



a suit. I dreamed of how nice it would 
be, walking into that dance on Gunner's 
arm, all my schoolmates seeing what a 
handsome man I'd caught. 

"Eat. Gunner. You and Pop can talk 
all day tomorrow," I hurried him at the 
supper table, feeling excitement rise in 
me. 

Gunner laughed at me, and I clasped 
my hands over my thudding heart. How 
I loved him — that laugh, his white teeth 
flashing in his tanned face, his eyes, 
startling blue and loving as they met 
mine. Oh, how I wished we had a little 
place of our own, so at times like this 
I could climb into his lap and whisper 
to him ! Here Gunner would be em- 
barrassed, and Pop disgusted. 

"Come on." I coaxed as he finished 
the gooseberry pie. 

"What you up to?" Pop asked lazily. 
"You're in a great tear tonight." 

"It's the dance — 'member, I told you?" 
Millie reminded him. 

"Oh — " he blinked, then went in and 
jiggled the radio knobs. 

Gunner finally finished, and I locked 
my hands over his arm, scarcely touch- 
ing the steps as we went upstairs. 

Millie was carefully combing out the 
last curl in my hair when we heard Pop 
shout up the stairs. "You seen that 
bottle of applejack, Gunner ?" 

I heard Gunner's muffled no as 1 
whisked off the towel over my shoulders 
and started across the hall to our room 
to show Gunner my dress. Pop stood at 
the bottom of the stairs. "Ask Gunner 
if he's had that bottle of applejack from 
the medicine cupboard in the barn." 

"He already said no, Pop." I almost 
floated across the hall and tapped on our 
door, then swung it open and stood 
there, watching Gunner's face. He shook 
his head, his hands busy with his tie 
suddenly still, and as I moved toward 
him, he opened his arms and pulled me 
to him. 

"Gunner !" Pop's bellow shook the 
room, and Gunner jumped, but I kept my 
arms around his neck and kissed the 
point of his chin. "Don't go — please — '' 

For a moment he hesitated, then 
wrinkled hfs nose at me. "Silly — I'll see 
what he wants. Be right back." And as 
he took my arms from around his neck. 
I had a great cold chill, and I wanted to 
scream at him. beg him not to go, not 
to answer, 

I HADN'T moved when he 
bounced back up the stairs. "Look, 
P e &gy> I gotta run Pop into town. Nell's 
got the colic, and she won't let Pop dose 
her until he puts a snort of applejack 
down her first — you know how she is. I 
won't be but a half-hour. You be all set, 
and we'll be there in lots of time." 

It seemed as though my heart were 
stuck in my throat, and I knew my cheek 
was like ice under his lips as he kissed 
me. 

Millie was in the hall shouting at 
Gunner as he went down the stairs, then 
with a whirl of skirts she burst into 
the room. "Why did you let him go? 
You know how Pop is. Get down there 
and stop him !" She gave me an im- 
patient push, and I stumbled down the 
stairs and out the front door. 

"Wait, Gunner — T— " The motor was 
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churning and 1 leaned in the car win- 
dow. "Let me go with you. We' can 
pick Millie up when we bring Pop back." 

"Stay here !" Pop leaned across Gun- 
ner. "Fool woman ! We'll be back. 
Get in the house and wait for him ! 
Sizzling Moses, let's go, Gunner!" Pop 
leaned back, clear that the matter was 
settled. 

Gunner nodded and waved as he put 
the car in gear and spun out onto the 
road. 

"Oh, honey !" Millie put her arm 
around me. "You should have climbed 
right in." 

"He'll come back for sure. He knows 
how I've planned on this — " My voice 
trailed away, and I watted for her to 
reassure me, but she shrugged as we 
went inside, and then said, "Bob's going 
to pick me up if we don't show up by 
nine — I had a feeling. Say, Peg, if they 
aren't back, will you go along with us ? 
Bob can find a friend to dance with you, 
and once you get started, you'll have lots 
of partners." 

Millie's eyes sparkled, and I was 
tempted — oh, how tempted ! To dance, 
my pink skirts flying, to see lights, hear 
music, but I knew the answer. Without 
Gunner it wouldn't be fun — no fun at 
all. 

"He'll be back. Pop has Nell on his 
mind." Mom stopped rocking. "Gunner 
is a fine boy — but such a boy ! He can't 
refuse Pop — especially now, being Nell's 
sick — " But she sighed and didn't meet 
my eyes. 

Funny, the way she said that. I 
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wandered outside, my feet carrying me 
over to the pasture gate. Nell wasn't 
tied up there or by the watering trough, 
and I peeked in the barn and saw that 
the stall was empty, too. and I snorted, 
"Colic! Just an excuse! An excuse to 
keep Gunner from going with me." 
Tears rolled down my cheeks, splashing 
onto the pink dress as I stumbled back 
toward the house just as Millie's date 
drove in 

"Come on. Peg. If you won't go 
without Gunner, we'll stop and get him. 
He can bring Pop home after the dance." 
She put her arm around me, propelling 
nte along as she called to Mom that I 
was going. 

When we got to town, Millie started 
to tell her date to go get Gunner, but 
I slid out of the car. "I'll go. If we 
don't come right out, go on. Gunner 
will drive me over in Pop's car." I 
hoped I sounded more optimistic than 
I felt. 

One look at the bright lights, one ear- 
ful of the music boiling out of Oscar's 
Bar turned my legs to stone. I never 
would have dared go in there after 
Pop, and my feet dragged now as I 
went up the steps and pushed open the 
door. 

Pop and Gunner sat at a table with 
a bunch of men. playing cards around 
an assortment of glasses and bottles. I 
made my way to them, then put my 
hand on Gunner's shoulder. His startled 
eves met mine. "Peg!" 

Pop looked up, his face turning almost 
purple. "Sizzling Moses ! What you 
doing in here ?" 

I swallowed, then bent forward and 
whispered to Gunner, but Pop's bellow 
drowned my words. "Speak up! What 
you want with Gunner ?" 

I knew every eye was on us now. 
The - music stopped, and everyone 
listened. Words were painful — I choked 
them out, asking Gunner to take me to 
the dance. 

"Gunner ain't no petticoat man ! You 
get back home and wait for him ! Now, 
get!" Pop's eyes glared, daring me to 
disobey, and although I looked at Gun- 
ner, praying he'd stand up for me, he 
sat like a mummy, his eyes wretched, 
and T knew he wasn't going to get up 
and go with me. 

I ran from the place. Millie was gone, 
and I found Pop's car and crawled in. 
curling up on the hack seat, finally cry- 
ing myself to sleep long before Pop and 
Gunner staggered out. shouting over the 
poker hands they had held. It wasn't 
until we got home that I stirred, and I 
crept like a shadow after them into the 
house, watching Gunner clutch the stair 
railing as he pulled himself up the stairs 
toward our room. Pop was already a 
sodden, snoring lump on the couch, and 
Mom was bringing a blanket to cover 
him. 

"Peggy ■ " She stared at me. 

"Oh. Mom!" The dull pain in my 
chest, the crying need for someone to 
understand — it was all too much, and I 
was in her arms, sobbing out the shame 
and disappointment of the evening. 

"What can I do. Mom. what can I 
do?" 

She shook her head. "I don't know. 
You were too young to get married — 



you and Gunner both. Now you have 
to suffer. He loves you, but he isn't 
ready to stand up to Pop. If you could 
take him away — " 

"He wouldn't go. He thinks Pop has 
a mortgage on his life and mine. No- 
body ever made a fuss over him before, 
and he's crazy over Pop!" 

"I guess you'll have to get used to it. 
Once the babies start to come — " 

"No! Ill never have babies here — 
never! See my kids live like we did? 
Like Millie and me — always watching 
for Pop to come home — wondering if 
he'd ever get home? Then have some- 
one pick out a husband— like Pop did 
for me? Don't deny it, Mom. T see 
why he brought Gunner around here. 
He couldn't wait for me to pick a boy ! 
I love him, you know I do. but maybe 
I wouldn't have if — " 

Ma soothed me and dried my tears 
and explainetl to Millie when she came 
in. and Millie was mad — mad at Pop, 
mad at Gunner, and mostly mad at me. 

"You let him walk all over you ! Pop 
snaps his fingers, and you watch Gunner 
jump ! I don't feel sorry for you ! Why 
didn't you go with me tonight and show 
him? You wait for him to kick you or 
kiss you ! That's not for me ! I'm get- 
ting out before I'm trapped — you wait 
and see V Her eyes blazed as she flung 
her head high and dared me to tell her 
she was wrong. 

SHE did get out, too. Qne 
dark night she slipped away after a 
tearful kiss for Mom and me — off to 
marry a man from a pipeline crew. 
Mom anil I both felt like half the 
house was gone, but I envied her while 
I cried for her. and I think Mom did. 
too. 

Then I was pregnant. I whispered 
my secret to Mom, and between us we 
kept it — three months, four months — but 
with Pop angry at Millie because she 
stole his son-in-law before he ever saw 
him, it wasn't easy. He eyed me keenly 
and questioned Gunner— even making 
pointed remarks about grandsons being: 
past due around the place. All the while, 
every day and most of the night, my 
numb brain heat itself weary, trying to 
think of what to do, where to go. Gun- 
ner and I stil! had our moments, but 
the summer's work was upon us, and 
he worked long and late, often not com- 
ing home nights as he followed the 
threshing crew again. 

One night after a rainy day we turned 
tn early, and as T lay beside him in the 
dark. I made one last try. "Couldn't 
we go away — please, Gunner ?" 

"Away? Where? We're busv, Peg. 
Maybe after the harvest." 

"'No. 1 mean to live. You and me 
find a home for ourselves. Oh, Gunner, 
please, T want my own home — I want 
you to myself." 

"Leave here? Are you crazy? Why, 
Peggy, Pop would be lost without me ! 
Ana the plans we got — When the kids 
come and grow up, this place will be 
theirs. Think of it, Peggy — I never had 
a home, not a real home before. I 
couldn't leave." 

"Well, could we be by ourselves? 
Mom says the old tenant house could be 
fixed up^— the well is still good. She 



ami I went by and tried it. I could have 
some furniture from here, and — " 

"What's got into you ? You and your 
mom have words?" 

"No — no. Mom and I didn't have 
any words." I said wearily, but as I lay 
there beside him. feeling the strong, lean 
length of him beside me, I shivered, 
wondering how I could go on living 
this way. Gunner would always he 
Pop's boy first, my husband second, and 
Pop would rule him and my kids, too. 
This baby beneath my heart would never 
belong to us. My lips moved in a 
prayer — a fervent prayer for God to 
help rue — help me — ■ 

Poor Mom gave up. "There's no 
use. Peggy. If we had relatives, it 
Millie wasn't moving around all the 
time — But there's no place for you to 
go. You can't earn a living, and I don't 
have money, not even a little. You 
might as well make the best of it and 
tell them about the baby. I'll stand by 
you all I can." 

T didn't have to tell them — not in 
words, that is. One morning I went 
to the mailbox, hoping for a letter from 
Millie, and the morning nausea rose in 
my throat and I doubled up, almost fall- 
ing. Mom caught sight of me and 
shouted to Pop and Gunner, who were 
running the first load of apples through 
the press. 

"Stay there!" Pop shouted at Gunner 
as he jumped from the wagon and ran 
to us. Gunner stayed. But he kept 
looking at me, and I wanted to scream 
at him to come to me, that it was his 
place beside me, not Pop's ! 

'Sizzling Moses, what's wrong with 
her?" Pop shouted at Mom as he half 
carried me toward the house, but Mom 
didn't answer, and when her eyes met 
his. I knew he read the answer. 

"Gonna get me a grandson, I betcha !" 
He whooped as he let go of me and 
threw his hat in the air, then shouted 
to Gunner. ' Roll that wagon back outa 
the way — we'll finish later. Come on. 
boy, we got a pile of celebrating over- 
due !" 

Gunner shoved the wagon ahead, just 
as Pop said. And I watched him, feeling 
as if the wheels were grinding over me. 
Why hadn't he come to me? Why roll 
the wagon ahead as Pop said, unless— 
oh, no, no, he wouldn't go off with Pop ! 
Not now, not when he saw I was sick ! 

I shook off Mom's arm as she tried 
to pull me into the house. I clung to 
the edge of the porch with grim deter- 
mination, swallowing down my sick- 
ness, my eyes glued on Gunner. Pop 
already had hopped into the car, and. 
grinning at Gunner, he tapped the horn 
impatiently. 

Gunner ran toward the car — and to- 
ward me, his face glowing, his eyes 
showering me with love. But just as he 
passed the car door. Pop shouted, "Come 
on, hoy — this news won't wait!" 

Gunner's feet lagged, then stopped, 
and with one beseeching look and a 
wave of his hand he turned and got into 
the car. 

I didn't see them go, for I lay on the 
steps, barely conscious of Mom pressing 
coo! cloths to my head or the sharp 
whiff of the ammonia she held under 
my nose. My ears roared, my head 



spun, and my heart shriveled up inside. 

I pleaded with Mom, "Help me, Mom, 
help me! 1 can't bear it!" 

"It's a woman's place to bear things — 
you'll learn that soon enough. I can't 
help — I've nothing to help with." And 
she spread her work-roughened hands 
helplessly. 

No. Mom had worked all her life for 
Pop and hadn't a thing, not even happi- 
ness, to show for it. I knew other 
women had some money — they expected 
it. and their husbands expected to give 
it to them, but not Pop, so not Gunner, 
either ! I could resent everything now. 
every little miserable thing that Mom 
endured. 

I moved my things to Millie's room 
that night and turned my head from 
Gunner's pleas. "It didn't mean a thing, 
honey. Pop just wanted to celebrate. 
Gosh, a baby—don't you see?" 

Gunner didn't see — he'd never see 
how I felt, how hurt I was and would 
be, for as long as he continued to run 
whenever Pop whistled. 

I WAS well into my eighth 
month when the sheep barn burned to 
the ground. Gunner had been off run- 
ning his line and had come in with a 
pile of extra lovely pelts. He laid them 
out one by one for me, telling me how 
much they'd bring, laying aside a few 
especially nice ones which he said shyly 
would make a bunting for the baby. 

"Sizzling Moses! You made a pile, 
boy !" Pop thumped Gunner between the 
shoulders. "How about that, Peg — got 
us rjuite a boy, eh?" 

Pop hadn't paid any attention to my 
coolness to him or Gunner. Knowing 
him, he probably shrugged it off as a 
woman's temperament at a time like 
this. Now he sloshed himself clean in 
the kitchen sink, calling to Mom to get 
some supper on the table and he'd run 
out and check the sheep. "Stay right 
here. Gunner," he ordered as Gunner 
started to get up. "Tell Peg about your 
trip. We'll run down to Oscar's soon's 
we eat." And he was out. with a slam 
of the door that made the kerosene lan- 
tern in his hand flicker. 

"Don't go tonight, Gunner," I pleaded, 
smoothing the soft fur of one pelt he had 
laid aside for the baby. "Maybe we can 
talk, make some plans. I'll have the baby 
soon." It was the first reference I had 
made about the baby. I knew how sweet 
it was of Gunner to save these pelts 
special — just a sign of how really sweet 
and tender he could be if Pop would 
leave him alone. 

"Pop said — well, maybe he'll forget it 
once he gets his supper down. I'd like 
to talk — I've missed talking to you, 
Peggy." He took my hand and held it 
against his chin, his eyes afire with 
love, and I leaned toward him, my lips 
curvet! to meet his kiss when Pop's 
heavy boots hit the porch. Gunner 
jerked back, grinning bashfully. 

Pop ate like a forest fire licking its 
way through dry timber, and he kept 
hurrying Gunner, who poked his food 
around, his troubled glance on my face 
every few minutes, and I could scarcely 
swallow for hoping he'd have the cour- 
age to tell Pop no for once. 

As Pop left the table, he mumbled, 
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"Hurry, boy," through his last mouthful. 

"We could wait until tomorrow night. 
I'm tuckered out, made better than five 
miles through — " Gunner began. 

"Do you good — liven you up a bit. 
You ain't no petticoat man, bushed out 
by a five-mile hike." Pop tugged his 
cap on. 

"I — Peg sorta wanted me to — " Gun- 
ner began again, then at Pop's laugh, 
flushed under his deep tan. 

"Sizzling Moses ! She's got her ma 
to talk to ! Don't you knuckle under 
now, else you'll be tied down for life. 
Come on, come on — " he insisted, 
jiggling the doorknob. 

With a hang-dog look Gunner slowly 
got to his feet and came around the 
table, dropping his hand on my shoulder 
and squeezing. "I won't be long. We 
can talk when I get back." 

I didn't raise my head, but his fingers 
burned my shoulder like hot coals and I 
put my hand up and pushed his hand 
away. 

"If I had a place — any place — any 
place," I whispered bitterly to Mom as 
we did the dishes. My eyes felt like dry 
wells, and I couldn't cry. My hurt and 
despair went too deep for tears. 

"This is your home. If one's got to 
get out, I say it should be Gunner," 
Mom said tonelessly. 

My home — Gunner had taken my 
home! What about his? Quickly I told 
Mom what I planned to do, then hurried 
to pack a few things. I stuffed the baby 
things Mom and I had ready into an 
old brown shopping bag, and I was 
ready to start. I begged Mom not to go 
with me, but she said she didn't mind 
the walk back up the switchback — she'd 
take the lantern. That was the first we 
missed the lantern, and I told her I 
hadn't seen Pop bring it back. 

Mom opened the door, and we saw 
it — great, billowing clouds of smoke 
from the sheep shed. Mom screamed 
and ran ahead of me to open the doors 
and let the crowded, frightened sheep 
out, and I hurried clumsily to dip pails 
of water from the watering trough, but 
it was no use. We stood and watched as 
the sheep trampled each other getting 
out, then the draft from the open door 
burst the flames through the roof, and 
in a few minutes it caved in. 

If I'd had doubts before, I had none 
now. Pop in his haste to get to town, 
to brag over Gunner's luck, had left the 
kerosene lantern burning in the sheep 
barn full of hay and cobwebs, and if 
the wind had been right and Mom and 
I hadn't noticed, it would have caught 
the house and Mom and I would have 
burned in our beds. What kind of 
place was this to bring a baby? 

I kissed Mom quickly, fighting back 
tears, and left her there in the pale 
moonlight by the watering trough, where 
she could dip up water to carry to wet 
down the sides of the haystack. At least 
that way the sheep would have food for 
the winter, even if their only shelter 
left was the lambing pens. 

My ARMS were numb, my 
legs like lead before I made it down the 
switchback and up the side hill to Gun- 
ner's family's shack. I hadn't seen his 
folks but once since we married. 



"Peggy !" Mrs. Weston peered out the 
door, seeing the bag and looking around 
me, then shifting her eyes back to the 
bag. "Where's Gunner?" 

"I'm alone. I — I need a place to stay. 
Gunner's off with Pop, and I can't 
stand — The sheep barn burned — Pop 
left his lantern there. He wouldn't have 
electricity run on to the barn. Gunner's 
never home — not even when I want 
him I" Now I was crying, and she 
moved out of the doorway. 

"Come in. I've heard about your pop 
and Gunner. You can stay, I reckon. 
We don't have much, but we share it." 
She shut the door and waved me into 
the smoky kitchen. 

Mrs. Weston was right. They didn't 
have much, and I did share it — right 
down to the bed in which three little 
girls already slept. Gunner's father was 
a sullen, quiet man who seldom spoke 
and sat all day around the kitchen stove, 
whittling. Mrs. Weston said he was 
sickly — and they lived on surplus food 
and welfare money. It was crowded and 
miserable, with no sign of love or affec- 
tion shown anyone. I could see right 
off why Pop's affectionate acceptance 
of Gunner meant so much to him. Our 
house must have been like heaven, with 
its space and its love. 

Three days passed. I was sick with 
longing for Gunner and Mom and with 
fear about what I would do when the 
baby came. There wasn't an inch of 
room here. 

That third day, just before sundown, 
Pop rode into the yard on old Nel! and 
shouted my name. Ma Weston went to 
the door and told him I didn't want to 
see him. He threw the reins over Nell's 
head and came onto the porch. 

"Peggy — you in there, come on home 
and behave yourself!" he shouted 
through the rickety screen. 

"No — " My voice stuck, and it came 
out a weak, scared squeak. 

"She says she won't." Ma Weston 
folded her big arms over her apron and 
stood squarely in front of him. 

"She'll come, all right ! Underage, 
she is, and the law can bring her!" Pop 
stuck his chin out and spat the words 
at Ma Weston. 

The law — threaten me with the law ? 
Oh, Pop, Pop, I thought, you really 
would go that far, wouldn't you? In 
my mind I saw him bringing the sheriff 
and dragging me back up the switch- 
back, back so he could own my baby as 
well as Gunner ! I could see myself 
creeping around like Mom, and I knew 
I wouldn't do it. This place was bad, 
but I owned mv soul here. I'd never go 
back! All the old hurts, the half-for- 
gotten memories rose up before my eyes, 
and I pushed by Ma Weston and faced 
him through the screen door. 

"You can't, do it, Pop. I don't belong 
to you. I'm married !" 

"Gunner'll come for you — " But there 
was something about the way he said it 
that gave me hope — he didn't sound so 
sure. 

"Gunner won't ever come for me. He 
knows what's wrong. Look, Pop, you've 
spoiled seventeen years of my life ! I 
had a miserable life, always knowing 
you didn't want me because I wasn't a 
boy ! Then you picked me a husband 



;t!ul vuu took him! Kept him yourself!" 

"I didn't, I never picked Gunner — " 
His mouth worked, and he dug his big 
fists into his overall pockets. 

"Yes, you did ! You couldn't wait 
for me to date and have fun. You threw 
Gunner at me! That's why you hired 
him. He was your choice, Pop, and you 
knew he was the first boy I ever had a 
chance to know— you knew I'd fall in 
love with him. Pop, you oughtn't to 
own anyone body and soul !" 

"Sizzling Moses, Peg ! I don't own 
Gunner ! He's — well, he's leaving— 
gonna go in the Army. If you don't 
come home, he'll be gone." 

"Then he'll be gone, Pop. I'll never 
come back under your roof ! I asked — I 
begged Gunner to take me away, even 
move into the tenant house where we 
could live our lives, but he wouldn't hurt 
you ! Well, he's hurt me and hurt me 
plenty ! I don't want any man that can't 
put me first !" 

''He does, Peg, he does. Listen — I — I 
didn't know — I didn't mean to ruin your 
life like you say. All I ever wanted for 
myself was a son — you know how I 
wanted a boy." Pop was pleading now, 
his face slack, his eyes scared, and I 
felt sick to my stomach that a man like 
him had to crawl. 

"Pop, you didn't need a boy. You 
bad Mom and us girls, and that's more 
than some men have. You lost Millie 
because she saw what you did to Gunner 
and me, and you've lost me because you 
couldn't keep your hands off Gunner, 
not even on my wedding- night ! And 
you'll lose Mom one of these days, be- 
cause she's getting old and tired, and 
the kind of life you've given her makes 
a woman glad to die!" 

"Peggy, don't speak like that of your 
ma. Maybe I've done wrong by you 
girls — even Gunner — but not your ma!" 

I WAS tired. I couldn't make 
him see, and I wanted him to go. The 
old habit of minding him was still 
strong, and I could feel my new strength 
weaken at the puzzled, hurt disbelief in 
his eyes. "Go away, Pop." 

"Peggy, can't I say anything? What 
about Gunner? You want him leaving, 
going away from you. from his baby 
that's not born yet? Please, Peggy, give 
him — give us another chance. Just a 
chance." 

His eyes met mine and held, and I 
knew that I might be the only person 
that ever looked into his eyes and saw 
fear and pleading. Behind me I could 
feel Ma Weston wishing that I'd go. 
She wouldn't run me out, but she didn't 
want me. 



So I stiff ened my back and took a 
long breath. "Pop, there's only one 
thing that'd bring me back up the 
switchback, and that's my baby. He 
needs a home and a father, but his 
father has to come for him, and he'll 
not need to come unless he has a place 
for us. A place of our own if it's not 
more than a couple of rooms in the old 
tenant house. And there's no use, not a 
bit, unless he comes as my husband — not 
your son-in-law ! 

"That, Pop, is how it has to be from 
now on. Gunner is mine. You can 
work together, plan the farming to- 
gether, but he's mine. Every night, 
every time I want him, he's mine ! Your 
word is good enough for me. If you 
give it, I'll count on it. You've got a 
chance to have us near — Gunner and 
our kids — but it's hands off. With Millie 
gone, it's your only chance," I reminded 
him heartlessly, never moving my eyes 
from his face. 

He turned angrily, took one step to- 
ward the edge of the porch and looked 
up the hill toward the switchback and 
home, then turned back and nodded. 
"You want my hand on it?" His mouth 
was bitter, and his eyes shot sparks as 
he jerked his hand from his pocket. 

I opened the screen and stuck out my 
hands, then as we shook hands solemnly, 
our eyes locked and I saw respect and 
admiration in his. "You got spunk. 
Peg — you oughta been a boy." 

T stared at him. and I swear right 
then and there I saw that it hadn't all 
been Pop's fault. Not by a long shot. 
If Mom or I or Millie had stood up to 
him long ago, he'd have treated us 
differently. You lie down long enough, 
and sure enough somebody's going to 
walk on you. Well, Pop knew I was 
through lying down, and I saw that he 
liked me for it — really liked me for the 
first time since I was born. 

We're living in our own little place 
now. beyond the King apple orchard 
from home. We're happy, Gunner and I 
and the kids, and I think Pop is, too. 
He's proud as punch every time I stand 
up against him and fight for what I 
think is right, and it's quite often he 
gives up, laughs and brags, "You know, 
Peg. you're the next best thing to a son 
around here ! Got my old spunk, I 
betcha !" 

So I'll bring my kids up to fight for 
what they feel is right. I tell them to 
be soft and tender and loving up to a 
point, but when they feel something is 
important enough to fight for, to get in 
there and fight ! I almost lost Gunner 
and my happiness before I learned that. 

• THE END 



Real Cool Drinks and Desserts 



(Continued from page 29) 



Fruited Frost 

1 cup orange juice 

Vt cup lime juice 

Vx cup lemon juice 

1 cup pineapple juice 

% cup sugar 

1 pint vanilla ice cream 



Have all the juices you will use thor- 
oughly chilled. Combine them and mix 
with the sugar, stirring until it is dis- 
solved. Add the ice cream, beat until 
blended. Pour at once into frosted 
glasses and serve. Serves 4, 

To frost glasses: Dip the rim of 
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ATTEND BUSINESS SCHOOL at home! Save time" and 
expense of attending classes, prepare for secretarial career 
in typing, shorthand, business procedural, tvwiitkuninn 
Write for catalog. Wayne School, 417 S. Dos 
06-546, Chicago 5, ill, 
BE A DENTAL assistant. A well paying, uncrowded field. 
Prepare at home for big pay career. Chairside duties, recep- 
tion, laboratory, personality development. Free book. Wayne 
School, Dept . 08-549 , 421 S. D earborn, C hicago 5, III. 
HIGH SCHOOL DIPLOMA at borne. Licenaed teachers" 
Approved materials. Southern States Academy, Station E-i, 

Atlanta, Georgia. 
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Send Poems: . Music City Songcrafters, 6145-A, Acklen 



each one in fruit juice, then in granu- 
lated sugar until well coated. Refrig- 
erate until nicely chilled. 

Cherry Banana Scrub 

V\ cup maraschino cherry juice 

1 6-ounce can frozen limeade 

concentrate 
4 medium-sized bananas, mashed 
V\ cup chopped maraschino cherries 
(about 10 cherries) 

2 cups ginger ale 

1 cup heavy cream, whipped 
6 maraschino cherries 

Combine cherry juice, limeade con- 
centrate, bananas, chopped cherries, and 
ginger ale; mix well. Pour into glasses 
and top with whipped cream and cher- 
ries. Serves 6. 

Cherry Malt Milkshake 

Vi cup chopped maraschino cherries 
(about 10 cherries) 

2 tablespoons maraschino cherry 

juice 

1 tablespoon lemon juice 
% cup malted milk powder 
1 quart vanilla ice cream, softened 

1 cup milk 

Combine all ingredients and blend or 
beat until smooth. Garnish with addi- 
tional maraschino cherries, as desired. 
Serves 4. 

Caramel Cherry Cooler 

y% cup firmly-packed brown sugar 

2 tablespoons butter or margarine 
2 tablespoons maraschino cherry 

juice 

% cup chopped maraschino cherries 
(about 10 cherries) 
2 cups milk 

1 pint vanilla ice cream 
4 maraschino cherries 

Combine sugar, butter or margarine, 
and cherry juice: mix. Heat to boiling 
poult over low heat, stirring frequently, 
and cook 2 minutes. Chill. Combine 
caramel sauce, chopped cherries, and 
milk and shake well, or blend tn blender. 
Pour into tall glasses and top each with 
a scoop of ice cream and cherry. 
Serves 4. 

The King's Oranges 

3 navel oranges 
2 cups sugar 

2 cups boiling water 
1 cup orange juice 
1 teaspoon vanilla 

Peel the oranges thinly, and sliver 
the peel. Discard all the pith. Dissolve 
the sugar in the boiling water, add the 
orange juice, the vanilla, and the sliv- 
ered peel, then simmer the syrup until 
the peel is clear. Cut the oranges into 
quarters, add them to the syrup, and 
simmer until they are tender. Serve ice 
cold, with delicate kidyfingers. Serves 

4 to 6. 



Poached Ginger Pears 

6 ripe Anjou pears 

1 scant cup sugar 

2 cups boiling water 
Twist of lemon peel 
Ginger marmalade 

Peel the pears. Make a syrup hv dis- 
solving the sugar in the boiling water. 
Add the twist of lemon peel. Simmer 
the whole pears in this syrup until they 
are tender. Serve cold, with a garnish 
of ginger marmalade. Top with crys- 
tallized ginger, finely cut. Serves 4 to ft. 

Pink Strawberry Parfait 

4 cups sweetened cooked rice 
1 cup heavy cream 
Red food coloring 
l / 2 teaspoon almond extract 
1 package whole frozen straw- 
berries, defrosted 
V 2 cup coconut flakes 

Tinted whipping cream for 
topping 

Sweeten the rice by adding the 2 
tablespoons of sugar to the water in 
which you cook it. Chill the rice. At 
serving time assemble the dish. Whip 
the cream, sweeten it to taste, and whip 
again. Fold in a drop or two of the food 
coloring to tint it, then fold in the 
flavoring. Fold in the rice. In parfait 
dishes, put a layer of the rice, then a 
layer of the strawberries , then a layer 
of coconut, and repeat to the top of the 
glass. Reserve the handsomest whole 
berries to garnish the top. Top with 
additional whipped cream, tinted to a 
strawberry color. Serves 6 to 8. 

Sugarbush Souffle 

1 cup confectioner's sugar, sifted 
4 egg yolks 
1 cup scalded milk 
V z teaspoon vanilla 

1 tablespoon (1 envelope) plain 

gelatine 
l / 4 cup cold water 

2 teaspoons maple extract 
10 tablespoons heavy cream 

Chocolate curls 

Beat the sugar with the egg yolks 
until thoroughly mixed. Use a wooden 
spoon for the beating. Add the milk 
and vanilla, blend together. Place the 
mixture over hot, not boiling water, 
and cook for about 3 minutes, stirring 
constantly, until thick enough to coat 
a silver spoon. Strain through a fine 
sieve. This mixture must he smooth. 
Immediately add the gelatine which has 
been softening in the coltl water for 5 
minutes, stir until it is completely dis- 
solved. Blend in the maple extract, 
cool. When almost set. fold in the 
cream which has been whipped, anil 
pour the whole thing into a quart-sized 
ring mold which has been rinsed out 
with cold water. Serve in dessert 
dishes, with curts of baking chocolate 
on top. Make the curls by drawing 
your potato peeler down the lengtli of 
a block of baking chocolate. Serves 6. 



Royal Strawberry Pudding 

2 egg yolks, beaten 

2 cups hot milk 

3 tablespoons sugar 
V 2 teaspoon salt 

y 2 teaspoon vanilla 
2 cups bread cubes 
% cup strawberry jam 

4 egg whites 

4 tablespoons sugar 

Add the sugar, salt, and vaiiilla to 
the hot milk. Cool, and add the egg 
yolks. Put the bread cubes into a but- 
tered casserole, and pour the milk over 
it. Bake in a moderate, 350-degree oven 
for 25 minutes. Remove from the oven. 
Spread the strawberry jam over the 
pudding. Cover with a meringue made 
by beating the egg whites to a foam, 
add the sugar, then beat again until 
the egg whites stand in peaks. Return 
to the oven, and bake 20 minutes longer. 
Serve hot or cold. Serves 6. 

Embassy Apple Mold 

1 /a cup cinnamon flavored candies 
v 'i cup plus 2 tablespoons water 

1 3-ounce package apple gelatin 

1 cup apple sauce 

1 cup cottage cheese, sieved 

1 cup diced, unpeeled red apple 
% cup finely dieed celery 

1 ''■> cup chopped walnuts 

2 tablespoons mayonnaise 
Vz cup whipped cream 

2 teaspoons lemon juice 
Salad greens 

Boil together the candies and the 
water, stirring until the candies are 
dissolved. Take from stove. Stir in 
the apple-flavored gelatin, keep stirring 
until dissolved. Blend in the apple 
sauce and the cottage cheese, chill until 
syrupy. Stir in the apples, celery, wal- 
nuts, and mayonnaise. Into the whipped 
cream, fold the lemon juice, then fold 
the whole thing into the gelatin mix- 
ture. Pour into a 2-quart mold, and 
chill until set. Unmold on salad greens 
and serve. Serves 6. 

California Prune Whip 

3 egg whites 
Dash of salt 

J4 cup sugar 

y% teaspoon grated lemon rind 
2 tablespoons lemon juice 
2 jars (8 ounces each) junior 

prunes 
V^cup- ciutpped walnuts 
Sunshine Cream 

Beat the egg whites and the salt until 
loamy. Gradually beat in the sugar, 
beating constantly until the meringue 
stands in stiff peaks. Beat in the lemon 
rind and juice. Fold in the prunes and 
the chopped walnuts, * then pour the 
mixture into a buttered 2-quart cas- 
serole. Place the casserole in a pan 
filled with water to the depth of one 
inch, and place in a 350-degree oven. 
Bake for about 35 minutes. Serve with 
sweetened whipped cream, or with Sun- 
shine Cream, recipe following. 



Sunshine Cream 

3 egg yolks 
IVi cups milk 
6 tablespoons sugar 
y 2 teaspoon vanilla 

And the milk and sugar to the egg 
yolks, beat all together in the top of 
a double boiler until mixed. Cook over 
simmering water for approximately 20 
minutes, stirring constantly, until slight- 
ly thickened. Stir in the vanilla, and 
serve over the Prune Whip recipe above. 
Makes 2 cups. Serves 6. 



Lemon Custard Meringues 

% teaspoon salt 
y 2 teaspoon vinegar 
*4 teaspoon vanilla 

3 egg whites 

1 cup sugar 

Meringue cups: 

Add the salt, vinegar, and vanilla to 
the egg whites, and beat to a stiff foam. 
Gradually add the sugar, and continue 
beating until very stiff. Spoon the 
meringues on a cooky sheet covered with 
plain ungr eased paper, then shape them 
into cups with the back of a big spoon. 
Bake in a slow, 300-degree oven for 
45 minutes. Take from the oven, im- 
mediately remove from the paper, and 
cool. Makes 6 3-inch meringue cups. 

Lemon Custard Filling: 

1 cup sugar 

V& teaspoon salt 

5 tablespoons cornstarch 
1 \'2 cups boiling water 

3 beaten egg yolks 
Juice of 2 lemons 

2 tablespoons grated lemon rind 

Mix the sugar, salt, and cornstarch. 
Slowly add the water, and cook until 
thick, stirring constantly. Add a little 
of this hot mixture to the beaten egg 
yolks, lemon juice and rind, and return 
to the remaining hot mixture. Cook, 
stirring constantly, until thick — about 
10 minutes. Chill, then spoon into the 
cooled meringue cups. 

Turkish Coffee 

IV2 cups water 

3 tablespoons sugar 

6 tablespoons finely ground coffee 

Measure the water, sugar, and coffee 
into a heavy saucepan, stir over a 
medium heat jritil the mixture comes 
to a boil and is frothy. Remove the 
saucepan from the heat until the froth 
subsides. Return to the heat and re- 
peat this process twice more. Before 
serving,' add a few drops of cold water 
to settle the grounds. Spoon some of 
the foam into demi-tasse cups, and pour 
the coffee. Makes 4 demi-tasse servings. 

Coffee Notes: If pulverized regular 
coffee is available, you'll find it best for 
Turkish Coffee, although excellent re- 
sults are obtained with other grinds. 
Remember that cream is never used 
with Turkish Coffee. 
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Woman Tortured 
by Agonizing ITCH 

"/ nearly itched to death for 
7V*years. Thenl found aneu 
wonder-working ertme. 
Now I'm happy," writes 
M n. P. Ramsay ofL.A. Calif. 
Here's blessed relief from the 
tortures of vaginal itch, rectal 
itch, chafing, rash and 

new scienti tie formul? cal'lel LANACANE. This 
fast-acting, stainless medicated create kills harmful 
bacteria germs while it soothes raw, irritated and 
inflamed skin tissue. Stops scratching and so speeds 
g. Don't suffer ! Get LANACANE at druggists . 
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Yes, you can borrow any amo unt 
from $100 to $1,000 immediately ... 
entirely by mail. Rush coupontoday 
for your money . . , loan papers sent 
in plain envelope by return mail. 



I'LL GLADLY LOAN YOU $100-$300-$50n 
—J800— or as much as $1,000 on your own sig- 
nature. If you are steadily employed, I'll rush 

Eou the amount you need. Your friends, neigh - 
ore, relatives, employer will not be contacted. 
NO time off from work — NO witnesses or co- 
signers — NO insurance required — NO embar- 
rassing investigations. 



Select Your Loan Here 



PAY ALL YOUR BILLS 
AT ONCE I Borrowing 
to consolidate a number 
of scattered obligations 
isa sound financial idea. 
And with only one small 
payment to make each 
month and only one 
place to pay, you'll be 
able to s-t-r-e-t-c-h your 
paycheck further than 
you dreamed possible. 

COST-CONTROLLED LOANS1 You pay 

only for the actual time you use the money— not 
one day longer! You borrow from Postal in com- 
plete confidence. We are licensed by the State to 
do business under the Small Loan Law , your aa- 
sura nee of fair rates and Supervised Reliability. 

GET YOUR MONEY QUICK I We have the 
money you need waiting for you. For quick loan 
service and friendly co-operation, ACT NOW! 
Complete and send us the coupon TODAY! 

As soon as we receive your re- 
quest, we will rush to you by 
return airmail immediately, 
in a plain envelope, 
everything to get the 
money you need! 
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POSTAL FINANCE CO. 



MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY 



I D. J. LEVITT, Pre sident 

I POSTAL FINANCE CO., Dept 

■ 200 Keeiino SMc Omaha 2, Nebr. 

I Please send AIRMAIL to me FREE in a piai 
j envelope everything to get the CASH I need. 



!, 
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Creme de Avocado 

4 ripe avocados 
1 tablespoon lime juice 
Vi cup sugar 

Peel and pit the avocados. Mash 
them with a fork, or put them through 
a food mill or sieve. Add the lime juice 
and the sugar, mix thoroughly. Spoon 
into the freezing tray of your refrigera- 
tor. Chill until icy cold but not frozen. 
Serve in sherbet glasses, top with a 
mint leaf or two, and accompany the 
creme with vanilla crackers. Serves 4. 

Variation: Before chilling the avo- 
cado creme, add ]/ 2 cup of vanilla ice 
cream, stirring it in until perfectly 
blended. Or add. instead, 1 teaspoon 
of creme de cacao. 

Apple-Orange Crisp 

4 cups sliced, pared tart apples 
',4 cup orange juice 

1 cup sugar 
3 4 cup flour 

1 teaspoon grated orange rind 
VSt teaspoon cinnamon 

% teaspoon nutmeg 

Dash of allspice 

Dash of salt 
Vz cup butter, melted 

Vanilla ice cream 

Slice the apples into a buttered 9-inch 
pie plate. Sprinkle with the orange 
juice and the grated orange rind. Make 
the topping by combining the sugar, 
flour, spices, and salt, and drizzling the 
melted butter into this mixture. Toss 
with fork or big spoon until you have 
crumbs. Scatter them over the apples. 
Bake in a moderate, 375-degree oven 
for 45 minutes, or until the apples are 
tender and done, and the topping is 
crisp and delicately browned. Serve 
warm, with a big scoop of vanilla ice 
cream on each portion. Serves 6. 

Note: Substitute light cream for the 
ice cream, if you like, or whip heavy 
cream, sweeten and flavor it with va- 
nilla, and top the pie. 

Bittersweet Tweed Cake 

l /z cup butter (V2 stick) 
Vi cup sugar 

2 cups sifted cake flour 

3 teaspoons baking powder 
Pinch of salt 

1 cup milk, mixed with 

1 teaspoon vanilla 

3 squares bitter baking chocolate 

2 egg whites 
y 2 cup sugar 

Frosting and topping 

Cream the butter and sugar thorough- 
ly together. Sift the sifted cake flour 
together with the baking powder and 
salt. Add the dry ingredients to the 
creamed mixture alternately with the 
milk combined with the vanilla, begin- 
ning and ending with the dry ones, beat- 
ing well after each addition. Grate the 
bitter chocolate, blend into the batter. 
Fold in the egg whites, beaten with the 
sugar until stiff but not dry, and pour 



the batter into 2 9-inch cake pans, 
greased and floured. Bake in a moder- 
ate, 350-degree oven for 20 to 25 min- 
utes. Cool slightly, turn out of pan 
onto wire rack, frost between the layers 
and sides, then dribble the Chocolate 
topping over the top of the cake, let- 
ting it drip down the sides of the cake 
a little. 

Frosting: Beat together ^ cup of 
softened butter and 3 egg yolks. Blend 
in 2% cups of sifted confectioners sugar, 
beat until smooth. Frost both layers, 
put them together. 

Chocolate Topping: Melt a 6-ounce 
package of semi-sweet chocolate bits in 
the top part of a double boiler over hot 
water, add 2 tablespoons of water, stir 
until smooth. Pour over the top of the 
cake, on top of the frosting, let run 
down the sides of the cake. Serves 6 
to 10. 

Pecan Macaroons 

4 egg whites 
2 cups sugar 
3 / 4 cup finely-sifted bread crumbs 
IV2 cups shredded pecans 
1 teaspoon vanilla or almond 
extract 

Beat the egg whites until stiff but not 
dry. Gradually add the sugar, beating 
constantly. Divide the meringue in two 
parts. To the first part, add the fine 
sifted bread crumbs and the shredded 
pecans. To the second half, add the 
vanilla or the almond extract. Spread 
the bread-crumb half on a floured board, 
about % inch thick, and cut into cookies 
with a round cooky cutter. Lay these 
cookies on a buttered baking sheet, and 
spread with the reserved meringue al- 
most to the edges of the cookies. Bake 
in a moderate, 350-degree oven until 
a very light brown. The yield will de- 
pend on the size of your cooky cutter. 

Cola Soda 

2 tablespoons light cream 
2 big scoops chocolate ice cream 
Cola 

Into each glass, ladle the 2 table- 
spoons of light cream. Add the scoops 
of chocolate ice cream. Fill up each 
glass with ice-cold cola and serve at 
once. 

Minted Watermelon Delight 

4 cups watermehTta-jatce -— . 

2 cupsOTartge'juice 
V4 cup lemon juice 
y 2 cup sugar 

Fresh mint sprigs 

Combine all the ingredients listed 
except the mint. Mix well. Pour over 
ice cubes in your punch bowl and chill 
until serving time. Then serve and 
garnish each glass with the fresh mint. 

Watermelon Juice: To make water- 
melon juice, cut the watermelon in half, 
scoop out ripe interior, discard the seeds, 
cut the pink fruit into cubes. Press these 
cubes through a sieve. Makes \y% quarts. 



IF YOU KNOW JUST 20 PEOPLE... 



YOU CAN MAKE AT LEAST $ 50°° 
-MORE LIKELY $ IOO°°to $ 200°° 
IN YOUR SPARE TIME! 



Everyone You Know Needs Christmas Cards 
and Everyone Loves Wallace Brown Cards 

Do you know 20 people? Of course you do! Add up a half-dozen relatives, 
perhaps 5 neighbors, the butcher, the baker, the milkman, the grocer, your 
dentist, several friends and other tradespeople— and you've probably got a 
lot more than 20. So what are you waiting for? These folks alone can bring 
you in at least $50.00, probably $100.00 to $200.00, extra money in just a 
few hours spare time. And this is just a start! Most everyone you know 
needs Christmas Cards, and when you show them the spectacular, nation- 
ally famous 1962 Wallace Brown Line of Cards and Gift Items— it's love at 
first sight. They'll snap up 2, 3, 6 or more Christmas Card Boxes right on 
the spot. This is the fun way of making money because it's so easy. We 
send you samples that do the selling for you. And, besides making money, 
you'll save money on your own personal Christmas Cards, Gifts, Wrap- 
pings, etc., at wholesale prices. See for yourself without risking a penny 
by mailing the coupon below TODAY! You'll be glad you did! 

GET FREE CATALOG TOO-Send Coupon Below 

Be first in your neighborhood to cash in on this easy way 
to extra money with the 1962 Wallace Brown Line of 
Christmas Cards and Gift Items. Mail coupon this min- 
ute! You'll get 2 Christmas Card Assortments on ap- 
proval. And FREE Samples of Name-Imprinted Personal 
Christmas Cards. Plus FREE full-color catalog showing 
lots more money makers, including many Christmas and 
All-Occasion Greeting Card Assortments, Stationery, Gift 
Wrappings, Novelty Gifts, Household Items, etc. Every- 
thing you need to start making money at once and we 
show you how. See how much fun making extra money can 
be. Just mail the coupon 
shown below— TOD AY ! 




Get These 2 Assortments on Approval 

YULETIDE CHARM ASS'T. (tap) is a tremen- 
dous value! 21 beautiful, sparkling cords glow- 
ing with old-fashioned Christmas cheer. 
REGAL LUSTRE ASS'T. [bottom.; 21 magnifi- 
cent cards on fabulous, lustrous Kromekote 
paper, enriched with gold bronzing and spar- 
kling decorations. 




FREE 



I Samples of Popular- Priced, 
Name-Imprinted PERSONAL CHRISTMAS CARDS 

Thrill your friends and neighbors and make even MORE MONEY 
for yourself with exquisite, custom-designed NAME-IMPRINTED 
Christmas Cards at amazingly low prices. A large variety of exclu- 
sive, original designs for folks who want the finest quality in 
Personalized Christmas Cards at prices everybody can afford. 
They sell just by being shown. It's so easy, too, because ... 
We ship direct to your customers 
and we pay postage . . .You have 
no bother; no trouble and no 
wasted time making deliveries. 
Send coupon for your EREE 
Samples of the 4 Great New 
Lines of these fast-selling cards! 




WALLACE BROWN, INC. 



11 East 26th St., Dept E-99 
New York 10, New York 



SEND NO MONEY 

Paste Coupon on postcard 
or mail in envelope 



WALLACE BROWN, INC. 
1 1 East 26th St., Dept. E-99 
New York 10, N.Y. 

Send 2 Christmas Card Assortments on approval, plus FREE Sam- 
ples of Nome- Imprinted Personal Christmas Cards, FREE full-color 
Catalog, and details of simple money-making plan. 



l 



WILL YOU 

WORK SATURDAY MORNINGS 





DON'T Invest a Cent! We give you a 

FREE SELLING OUTFIT! 

It's just like having an EXTRA payday every week . . . just for showing 
friends, relatives and neighbors how they'll "walk on air" in Mason 
comfort shoes! Many a man sells 2, 3, 4 or 6 pairs of Mason shoes on 
Saturday morning alone— and makes himself as much as S5 to $20 or more 
extra for 2 or 3 hours of his time. You keep all of your profit! We furnish 
you a FREE selling outfit containing everything you need to start making 
money right away. We carry the stock for you and ship the shoes for 
you— your profit is clear! You never invest a cent. And 
think what you'll save on your own shoes, too! 

Here's Why You'll Make Money! 

You'll take orders for over 230 different shoe styles for dress, 
sport or work, for men and women— a far greater selection 
than any neighborhood store can possibly stock. And you can 
fit almost anyone! You'll draw from our 300,000-pair stock 
with sizes ranging from 2'/ 2 to 15, widths AAA A to EEEE! 
You'll feature exclusive Velvet-eez shoes with foamy-soft air- 
cushion innersoles that let you "walk on air." You show many 
other exclusive features . . . Ripple Sole Shoes, Oil-Resistant 
Work Shoes, Magic Shu-Lok Shoes, colorful styles for women 
—a line that's far beyond the reach of any store. That's why 
EVERYBODY is your prospect. And because Mason Shoes 
are never sold through stores, folks must buy from you! 

Sales Equipment Absolutely FREE 

Fill out and mail coupon below. We'll rush you your FREE 
selling outfit. Kit features 230 fast-selling shoe styles, plus 
foolproof measuring equipment— and "How To Make Extra 
Money" booklet. Send no money now or later. You get every- 
thing you need to start. Rush coupon for your FREE selling 
outfit . . . have an EXTRA payday next Saturday! Act today! 

SHOE MFG. CO. 

Dept. H-576 

Chippewa Falls, Wisconsin 



RUSH STARTING OUTFIT 



j MR. NED MASON 

| Mason Shoe Mfg. Company, Dept. H-576 , Chippewa Falls, Wis. 

Dear Ned: Please rush FREE and postpaid my Starting Shoe Business Outfit 
| with EVERYTHING I need to start molting extra cash Saturday mornings. 

I Nnm e __ ■ 
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type of promotion, write u 
_ .ement eiperience. Persi 

e F. H. Froberg, 0»sk B, Mason Shoe Mfg. Com 
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